COL LECTION 


The TEMPLE f DEATH: 
By the Marquis of NOR MANBT. 
| An BPISTLErothe EARL of DORSET = 
2 By Charles Montague, Lord HA LIFAX. 15 


The P * E I. of the STAGS 
SER ROBERT HOW A RD. 


er e 
Sev eral Original PO E M 8, 


Nev: r vefore Printed, | 


| 2B-Y 

The E. of Roſcommon. J Sir George FE teri 
The E. of mage Nr. Granville. 
The E. of Orrery, () Mr. Stenney, 


Mr. Dr, Fc. - 


— 3 r 


Sir Cle 2s Sede 6. 


1 
„ — Landed 


1 


The Setond Exicion, f 


3 —_ 


ts. — 


Tad printed for Balg h PSY at the Bi le. 
: under che Rojal Exchinsc in Cornl 78 $i: 


_ 


. 
_ * — * . \ 
. — 2 FP 1 $a r * - _— ” 
N OS "GS; ES 72 a ” MN ee Ht he ELIE 40 * 4 4 — "> . 8 3 

> — 2 9 5 — % — - 4 2 * 2328 4X e r . R o A oF * A 3 8 : 5 - - 8 | 2 £ S hs 

a * * e i " TH ELIT; 8 2 FCC 7 b A — DES 2 92 Part — aye * - K 2 

—— A = 2 * f PPP, 4. Wo ö * — 7 Tron LY 0 "3 R £ " ; ; 4 : | | 

* > 2 3 2 8 5 ets — r 2 0 , | 
. * 
» 
* 
p 
* 
« 
. 
. 
* 
— 
* 
* 


C 


» ©, * 8 7 
0 q 5 
js — e 27 
Ys, 
= 
— 
WR. 
- 
4 F 
* 
_ * 
[ 
9 
: 9 . 5 , - _ . > 3 — 
, , | | 
E . 9 —— a. phi __ 3 "_ 1 y 1 An 3 


| 7 / 4 | ; } | | - 
, / * : | : 4 * 
/ 7 7 5 a a - | C _ 5 


CONTENTS 


oO A ung Lady, with the feſt Edition of 
theſe Miſcellanies. dae t 


An Ef on Fon by the. Marquis of _— bs 
man | 

7, he Temple of Death a 7 Tranſlation out of French) 5 

By the ſame Author. 6 

| A Paraphraſe on the 14840 Pſalm ; ; by the I 2 
Roſcommon. 

1 55 To Orinda : In Imitation of Horace; bythe Pak : 

Author. Integer Vitæ, Cc. e p-· 49 


The Grove : bythe ſame Author, p. 52 
The Duel of the Stags : by Sir Robert Howard. . 
To Celia: By Sir Charles Sedley. * 5 
. Anſwer, by the ſame Author. ä 
JI Celia: By the ſame Author. . 
T0 Chloris: By the ſame Author. p- 78 
170 4 Laq, who toll him he could mt. love : By 
tze ſame Author. r 
J Coris: By the ſame Author. p. 82 
I) e Picture, in Imitation of Anacreon's Bathil- 


Jus : 5 the Marquis of Normandy. Te 


A2 


| 
| 
| 
' 


The Contents. 


To 1e Beauty: By the ſame Author. p 89 
A Song, By the ſame Mmhor. p. 92 


The Parting of Hector, with his Princeſ, Andro- 


mache, 474 0% Sen Aſtyanax, when he went 


upon his loſs Expedition; in nhich he was ſlain 


Ly Achilles: done out of the Creek of Homer, 


Hind. 6. By Kn. ghtiy Cherwood, D 'D: p.93 
Or 4 Poet. 1 ho uit in the as of Satyr : by the | 


Earl ef Rocheſter. p. 101 
4 Farenel to Loe: 04 
Jo Phillis: By 4 Po ſon e Eee p. 106 


E pilegue to ev; Ty mu, in = Humour: : y ihe [ame 
5 p- 107 
An Ode in Imltath vn „ of Pindar, on the Death of 

the Right Flononrat le Thomas Earl of Oſſory; 


By Koightly Chetwood; ©. D. Pp. 11 


27 on the Death of his Grace. te 4 Duke Or- 


mond Anno 1687. By the ſame Author. p. 125 


Jo His Grace the preſent Duke : : By the {ame 
Author p. 128 
The Earl Rocheſiers Auf. rer to 4 Paper of Ver ſes 
ſent him I) L. B Felton, and taken out of the 
Iranſſaticn of Ovid 's Fpiſtles 1680. p. 134 
ToaV. ry Toung Lach "99 Sir George Etherege. 
e 
The Wale Miſs . 0 « Dialogue, ty the Ww 
5 Juthcr. e 134 
The Dis ice, ' Tleart : 0 th fine auler 8177 


147 
1 


+» 92 
1 
1 


Sylvia: By the ſame Author. CR 
To Celia: By Sir Charles Sedlex. p. 146 
The Submiſſion : By the ſame Author. P. 148 
Conſtancy : By the ſam? Author, P. 150 
The Indifference : By the ſame Author. p. 152 


The Conteges. 


— 1 Mr. J. N. an his Tranſlation out of French and 
Italian: By the [ume Author. p. 139 
Voiture's Urania: By the ſame Author. p. 142 


p. 144 


A Paſtoral Dialogue : By the ſame Author. p. 156 


7 a Lady, who 2 the fight of him: 5 Sir George 


Etherege. 160 


To a Lady, asking him fo long be would Love her 


By the Lone Author. +, 


* To Mr. G. Granville, on bis Verſes to the R 
B) Mr. Edmund Waller. p. 163 

7 My. Waller: By Mr. G. Granvi' ſe: p. 164 
On Myra's Singing: By the ſame Author p. 166 
In Praiſe of Myra: By the ſame Author p. 168 
A Song, by the ſame Author. 2 


= PR ZS 
A Song, by the ſame Author, p. 1% 
A Song, By the ſime Author. p. 174 


Verſes font from. an Unknonn Hand, to Mr. G. 
Granville in the Country. 


Orcaſion d by the foregoing V erſes : By Mr. Gran- 


P. 175 


ville. p- 178 : 


= The Progreſs of Beanty : By the fame Author p. 184 
In Imitation of the 23d dee Anzereon. On Gold 
A SE, 0. 


to 4 + 


1 


The Contents. 


Te Lesbia. 5 *- 207 : 


An Epithalamium from Catullus. p. 209 


Part of the Fourteenth Book of Homer : Deſertb- : 
ing the Contrivance of Juno, to lull Jupiter to 


- ſleep, that Neptune the mean time might aſſiſt 
the Grecians. p. 216 


As Epi jſtle to the Right Elonourable Charles Earl 
— 1 and Mi Aalen, Lord Chamberlain of 
His Majeſty's Fouſhold : Occaſian d by His Ma- 


jeſt/s Victory in Ireland: By the Right Honour 


able Charles Mountague, Baron Halifax. p.225 
An Epiſtle to Charles Mountague Eſq; on His Ma- 
Jellys Voyage to Holland : By George Stepny 
Eſquire. p.244 
An Fviſtle to Monfirur Boileau, Inviting his Muſe - © 
10 forſaks the French Intereſt, and Celebrate 
the he of England : By Edmond Arwaker. 


P. 257 
45 Ode in Memory of. Her daa Queen Mary : 


By a Perſon of Quality). p. 268 


On the late Horrid 8 Ey Mr. Stepney. 


P. 275 
Prolog we to Oroonoko : By an Unknown Hand. 


26 277 
| a to Oroonoko : By Mr. Congreve. p. 280 
Song, by Sir George Etherege. p. 283 
Jo her Excellence the Marchioneſs of Newcaſtle, 5 
l tfier the Reading of her Incomparatle Poems: 
By the yo Author. To 285 


Epilogue 


- — . — — 
. I, EPS... >" af * cf * * 
3 . . * "ay LA - "- 
2 SPIES . — WAY RIS Os 
F no he or en 7 
22 D 2 


f he Contents. 


Epilogue to Tartuff, ſpoken by himſelf : By a Perſon 
of Honow. „„ 
The Imper fect Enjoyment: By Sir George Etherege. 


4 3 P. 293 
Prologue, ſpoken at the opening of the Duke's 
new Play-Houſe : By the ſame Author. p. 296 

Falling in Love with a Stranger at a Play : By 
Sir Charles Sedley, p. 299 
* Tndiff-rence excuſed : Ban the ſame Author. p. 301 
To Sir Robert Howard, on his Excellent Poems: 

8 1 By Mr. John Dryden. „„ & Re, 
To Mr. Granville, on his Excellent Tragedy, called 
Heroick Love: By the ſame Author, p. 310 

Prologue tothe Pilgrim: By the ſame Author. p.313 5 
Epilogue to the Pilgrim: By the ſame Author. p.316 | 

To the Memory of Mr. Dryden. p. 319 
An Ode in Imitation of Quid Bellicoſus Canta- 

bor, &c. For. Od. 11. Lib. 2. By My. John 


a ER: 7 
The Platonick . By Str Charles Sedley | 


Io a Devout Toung Woman : By the ſame Author. 


A Song, by the ſame Author. ES 15 oo 
On the Lamented Death of the late Count:{s of 
4 » Dorſet * 59 N . Tate, Ser vant tg His Majeſt . | 


 * ZToChloris : BySir Charles Sedley. 5 ths 
4 Sore, by the ſame Author. P. 34: 


p. 346 


114 Song, by the ſame Author, a 
1 e A Hi. 


5 The Contents. 
1 Dualer between Amintas and Celia: By the 


ſame Author. p. 349 
7 he Lamentation of Jeremiah : By Mrs. W n | 
2 354 
To Celia, by an Ie Hund. 362 
A Song, by a Perſon of Honour. p. 366 
A . by Mys. Wharton p. 368 5 


On the Death of Mr. Abraham Cowley, 40 his 


Burial in Weſtminſter-Abbey : By the Earl of 
Orrery. - p. 370 


On the Death of King Charles II. Writ at that time 
) Charles Mountague, Baron Halifax. p. 376 
On the Marriage of the Lady Mary, with the Prince 
. Orange: By Edmund Waller,/ in the Tear 1677. 


| 07 
On Reading Mr. Waller s N =: Ids 
Toa Late: with Milton's Parade Loft. p. 392 
In Imitation of Milton. 0 p.39 
A Song. . p. 401 
5 A Song, by Mr. Chack.. p. 403 

The Advice: Addreſs to 4 ed. p. 405 


The Spleen; a Pindar:ck Ode By a Lay. p. 40y 


A Proſpect of Death; a Pindarick Eſſay. p. 419 


Prologu: to the Fate of Capua : By Cha. * Es: 
p. 433 


Epilogue to the Fate of Capua : : By Col. Coding 


ton p-: 437 
An Ai acreontique from the Greekef Menage. p.440 


From the Greef of Menage. p 442 F 


Zo Ameltris, with the Ambitions Step. Mother. p.443 


De la Fonrain's tans Carvel Imitatcd, p· 447 


ns. 


: HF < 8 gy — p 5 5 I PBs * P88 2 —_— 
: s : 78 OE F 2 3 : 2 : g N KT +” Df 6 172 3 3 8 3 S : 2 
a * q M 5 7 * W's BY . . 1 2 Tt ge 2a * 3 _ NS ac rs 32 Ko FO, „„ . 8 
N r i S TEE TE PLS ee CEE PI We is Ss Ye I OO A N 8 8 N by . . 
V ESTI I i oo Ee nn, ee a LY IR BEN as ne, 1 IE * 87 J . . „ - . 2 N X 
a « 2 eee . 3 222 3 Ae A . eee r t 


Toa 


YOUNG LADY, 


WITH THE 


? Fir S r Ev 1 TION 


"CC >E p T this Gift Lucinda and approve 
The humble Tribute of an early Love. 
Verſe isthe fitteſt Offering we can give 


'To Beauty, or that Beauty can receive ; 
For Love and Poeſy Companions are, 
And Wit was given to oblige the Fair. 
Since ? tis her C harms aloge that can inſpire, 


And fill the Poets breaſt with Heavenly fire; ; 


>a 


2 Toa + bit Lady. 

To Offer at another Shrine, wou'd be 

The higheſt pitch of groſs Idolatry. 
5 Men to thoſe Deities they worſhip, bring 
of the ſame Gifts they gave an Offering — 
To Ceres Corn we pay, to Flora Flow rs, 
Pomona has her Fruit, and Verſe is Yours. 
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Here the Compoſer has employ d his care, 

To chuſe what beſt might entertain the Fair, 
And in one body skilfully unite 

The ſeatter'd Beams of Poetry and Wit. 

Here juf Roſcommon with full luſtre ſhines; ; 
And eaſy Art ioforms his flowing Lines. 
From Verſe whilſt tender Mulgrave ſeeks relief, 
The mournful Graces wait upon his Grief. 

Here gentle Etheridge 5 and Sydleys Muſe EST 

| Warm the Coy Maid, and melting Love infuſe : : 
7 No unchaſt Words with harſh offenſive ſound | 
The tender Ears of bluſhing Virgins wound, 
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Nor 


To a Young Lach. oY 
Nor Thoughts, which nauſeous Images inſpire, 
And damp the glowing heat of ſoft defire: 
But calm and eaſy the ſweet N umbers more, 
And ev'ry Verſe is influenc'd by Lore. 
Here, bright Lucinda, you'l with pleaſur e. ſee 


1 Perform'd, what N: ature has outdone ia Thee. 


Nature ( whom We a cruel Mother find, 

? 0 But too indulgent to the Female Rind, * 

! Has with nice Art and a peculiar Care . 
5 Choſe the perfections of each charming Fair; Y 
Aurelia 8 Judgment, and Co or iuna 8 a i, 


1 And C hloe 8 Beauty 1 in Lucinds meet * 


| In thee their beams with po- "Tful influence j join, 
4 | And what was ſiogly bright, united i is Divins, 
7 Oh! l that Lucinda too wou'd bur i improve . 
3 | The charms of Beauty, with the charms of Love; * 5 
4 'Tis that alone enſlaves the willing mind, 
$ 5 And makes our Chains more ſure, yet er bing, 
; When Beauty Smiles, her Darts reſiſtleſs are; 
And the Fair Maid that's Kind, 18 doubly Fairs 
B "i AN 


1 the Right Honourable the 


Manauisof Nou Ev. 


F things i in which Mankind does moſt 2 
a 8 


i Nature s chief Maſter- piece is Writing well ; = 
And of all ſorts of Writing none there are 1 
That can the leaſt with Portry compare : | 
No kind of work requires ſo nice a touch, | 3 
And if well bid, nothing ſhines ſomuch; 1 
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An Eſſay on Pottry. NY 
But Heav'n forbid we ſhould be ſo owl 


To grace the Vulgar with that ſacred Name; 

Tis not a flaſh of Fancy, which ſometimes : 

| Dazling our Minds, ſets off the ſlighteſt Rhimes * 
| Bright as a Blaze, but in a moment done; 15 

True Wit is everlaſting, like the Sun ; 

| Which tho ſometimes behind a Cloud retir'd, 
y Breaks out again, andi Is by all admir d. 
55 Number, and Rhime, and that harm nious . 


Sound, 


Which never does the Ear wh Herpes 1 


wound, 


Are neceſſary, yet but 1 Arts, 
For all in vain theſe ſuperficial parts 


Contribute to the Structure of the whole 


Without a Genius too, for that's the 5 oul ; 
A Spirit which inſpires the Workehroughour, 
: As that of Nature moves the World about ; ; 


= A Heat which glows i in every word that's writ, . 


| 'Tis ſomething of Divine, and more than Nit; 


8 


6 = Eſſ on 1 Poetry. 
It elf unſeen, yet all things by it ſhown, 
Deſcribing all Men, but deſcrib'd by none. 
Where doſt thou dwell? What Caverns of the 
5 Brain 

Can ſuch 2 vaſt, and mighty thing, © contain ? 


When i, at idle hours, in vain thy abſence 


mourn, 


0 where doſt thou retire? and why doſt thou 


retura, 


sometimes with powerful Charms to burry me 


away 


From Pleaſures of the Night, and Buſt wh of the 


Day! ? 


Ev'n now too far rranſported, Iam fain 


To check thy Courſe, and uſe the needful Rein, 5 


As all is Dullneſs, hen the Fancy's bad, 
&o withour Judgment, Fancy i is but mad; 
And Judgment has a boundleſs Influence, | 
Not only in the choice of Words or Senſe, 


But 
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dn Eſſay on Poetry. > 
But on the World, on Manners, and on Men; ; 
Fancy is but the Feather of the Pen ; 0 
Renſon is that ſubſtantial uſeful part, 
4 Which gains the : Head, while rother wins s the 
1 Heart. : 


Here I ſhould all the various ſorts of Verſe, 
And the whole Art of Poetry rehearſe, 3 
But who that Task can after Horace do? 

The beſt of Maſters, and Examples ol 

| Ecchoes at beſt, all we can ſay is vain, 
Dull the Deſigo, and fruitleſs were the pain; 5 
| Tis true, the Ancients we may rob with caſe, 

3 1 But who with that ſad ſbifr himſelf can pleas 5 
: Without an Adlors pride: 1 A Players Art, 
Is above his, who writes a borrowed part. 
Yer modern Laws are made tor later Faults, 
And new Atſuraities infpi ſpire new Thoughts ; * 
what need has & atyr then tolive on 7 beft, 
When {0 much freſb occaſion Rillis left? 
1 Fertile 


8 An Eſſay on Pretry. 

Fertile our Soil, and full of rankeſt Weeds, 
And Monſters, worſe than ever Nilas breeds; 
But hold, the Fool. ſhall have no cauſe to fear, 
Tis Wit and Senſe that is the Subject here, 
Defects of witty Men deſerve a Cure, 


And thoſe who are ſo, will ev'n this endure. 


Firſt then of [ 0 0 N G 55, which now "bb much 
5 | abound. | 
Without his Song no Fop is is to be bud, A 
A moſt offenſive Weapon which he draus i. 
On all he meets againſt Apol 8 Laws : 

Tho nothing ſeems more eaſie, yetn no part 

Of Poetry requires. a nicer Art; 

For as in rows of richeſt Pearl there lies 

Many a Blemiſh that eſcapes our Eyes, : 

The leaſt of which Defetts is plainly ſhewn 
Tn ſome ſmall King, and brings the value down: ; 


— 


3⁰ 


; 80 Songs ſhould be to juſt Perfection wrought ; I 


Exact Propriety of Words and Thought; 


An Eſſay | on Poet. 9 


Yet where can we ſee one without a Fault; *) 


Expreſſion eaſie, and the Faxcy high, 


Vet that not ſeem to erecp, nor this to fly ; 
No Words tranſpos 4, but in ſuch order all, 


As, tho hard it _ ſeem by chance to 


Here, as in all chings elſe, is moſt unßt 5 
Bare Ribaldry, that poor Pretence to Wit; pe 


Such nauſeous Songs by a hate Author made 


Call an unwilling Cenſure on his Shade. 
Not that warm Thoughts of the  eranſportiog 


Joy, 


Can ſhock the chafeſt, or rhe nice cloy ; j 

But obſcene Words, too groſs to move Defire, 5 
Like Heaps of fe well do but choak the Fire 

On ather Themes be well deſerves our Praiſe, 


But Fan that Appetite he meant to raiſe. 


Next 


10 An Eſſay o on Poetry. 
Next, EL E G Y, of ſmeet, but ſolems Voice, 
And of a Subject grave exacts the Choice, 2 } 
The Praiſe of Beauty, V. alour, Wit contains, 7 


1 And there too oft deſpairing Love complains: 


Ia vin alas, for whoby Wit ismov'd, — 
| That Phenix ſbe deſerves to be belov'd ; 
4 But noiſy Nonſenſe, and ſuch Fops as vex 8 
Mankind, take moſt with that fanraſtict sen. 
This to the Praiſe of thoſe who better knew 3 
The Many raiſe the Value of the Few. 
But here, as all our Sex too oft have try "I $ 


Women have drawn my wandring Thoughts 
aſide. 1 
; Their greateſt Faule whoi in this kind have writ, | 7 


Is not Defect i in Words, nor want of Wit; — 
But ſhould this Muſe harmonious aumbers | 3 

yield, 
A nd every Couple be wich x Fancy al d, 


K P 


. Elegy. 


An Eſſay on Poetry. 11 
J Po yet a juſt Coherence be not made 
j Between each Thought, and the whole Mode, "Hoe 
4 laid 1 
1 So right, that every flep may ler riſe, 

Like goodly — till bey reach the 
7 Skies 8 

|| . Trifles like ſuch perhaps of late have paſt, 
3 And 1 may be lik'd awhile, but never laſt ; 

I 'Tis Epigram, * tis Point, tis what you will, 
[ 1 But not an Elegy, nor writ with Skill, 

No * * Panegyrich, nor a | Coopers- Hill. 


A higher Flight, and of a happier Force. 
Are OD ES, the Muſes moſt unruly Horſe ; 'B 
T hat bounds ſo fierce, the Rider has no reſt, 
But foams at mouth, and moves like one poſſe ft 
The Poet here muſt be indeed inſpired, 
With b Fay 1 too, 28 well as funf fired. 


II 


— 


Waller, 
Denham . 
4 Pindarick Odes. 


TE Cowley 


A Au Eſſay on Poetry, 1 
Conley might boaſt to have perform'd this part; J q 
= Had he with Nature j joyn d the Rules of Art ; 1 
But ill Expreſſion gives ſometimes Alay 
To that rich Fancy, which can nel er decay: 
Tho all appear in Heat and Fury done, TON 5 
The Language Rill muſt ſoft and eaſie run. 1 
| Theſe Laws may feem a little too ſevere, 


But Judgment yields, and Fancy governs there ; 
Which, tho extravagant, this Muſe allows, 33 
And makes the Work much eaſier than it ſhews. 


* Of all the Ways chit wiſeſt Men could find 5 

To mend the A ge, and mortifie Mankind, 
8 A TY K well writ | has moſt ſucceſsful prov! d, 
And carer, becauſe the Remedy is loud. 
Tis hard to write on ſuch a Subject more, 
Without repeating Things ſaidoft before. 
27 Some vulgar Errors only we remove, 

That ſtain a Beauty which ſo much we love. 
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An „ Eſſ on Poetry, 13 


Of well choſe Words ſome take not care enough, | 
And think they ſhould be as the Subject rough; 


This great Work muſt be more exactly made, 
And ſharpeſt e in ſmoothef Words con- 
vey d: 


Some think, if ſharp enough, they cannot fail, 
As if their only Buſineſs was to rail; 


But human Frailty nicth to unfold, 


| Diſtinguiſhes a Satyr from a Scold. 
| Rage you muſt hide, and Prejudice lay down, 
| 4 Satyr's Smile is ; ſharper than his Fromn;; 


80, while you ſeem to flight ſome Rival Youth, 


Malice it elf may pals ſometimes for Truth. 

The * Laureat here may juſtly claim our Praiſe, 
Crown? d by | Mack- Fleckno with immortal Bays; 
Tho prais 'd and puniſb d for another's F Rhimes, ; 
1 own deſerve. as * Applauſe ſomerimes 1 
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. Dry FLY 6 
AA l Sat; rical Pom of ks. - 
+ A Libel for which he was both applauded and wounded, tho = 


1e innocent of the whole matter. 


But 


14 An Eſſay on Poetry. 8 
But once his Pegaſus has born dead Weight, „ 5 
Rid by ſome lumpiſh Miniſter of State. 2 
Here reſt, my Mi ſe, ſuſpend thy Cares a while, - 3 


A greater Enterpriſe attends thy Toil ; 


And as ſome Eag/e that deſigns to . 7 
Along vnmonted Journey through the Sky, 
Conſiders all the dangerous way before, 

| Over what Lands and Seas ſhe is to ſoar, 2 
| ; Doubts her own Strength ſo far, and juſtly fears 0 0 ; 

| That lofty Road of Airy Travelers ; "Bees 1 
But yet incited by ſome fair Deſign, 

That does her Hopes beyond her Fears incline, 
Prunes erery Feather, views her ſelf with ny; 
Ar laſt reſolv 4, ſhe cleaves the yielding Air, 
Away ſhe flies, ſo ſtrong, fo high, ſo faſt 
She leſſen to us, and is loft at laſt, 
80 ( {but too weak for ſuch a weighty thing ) 


4 


. The Muſe inſpires a ſharper Note to ſing ; 3 I 
And why ſhould Truth offend, when only told 1 7 
To guide the Jenorant , and - warn the Fold? 1 


An Eſſay on Poetry. 15 
On then my Muſe, adventrouſſy engage 
To give Inſtructions that concern the Stage. 


The Vyities of Action, Time, and Place, 
Which if obſerved, give * PL AYs ſo great * 

Grace, I bit; A 

1 Are, tho but little practis d, too 0 known 

9 To be taught here, where we pretend alone 


1 From nicer Faults to purge the preſent A ge, 
1 Leſs obvious mow of the Leg hat 0 


3 Fitſt 2 80 OL ILO ) Qui 1 n $ had need be few, 
| Baaramdly or, and poke in Paſa , 
I Our Lovers talking to themſelves, for want 
oOfothers, make the Pi their Confidant. = 
Nor is the matter mended yet, if thus 
They truſt a Friend, only to tell it us; 1 
4 Th' occaſion ſhould as naturally fall, EE. 
1 | As when L Bellrio confeſſes " oO 
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9 Fi Gu RES of Speech, which Poets think | 


ſofine, 1 1 d 
Art's needleſs Varniſh to make N ature e ſhine, 


Are all but Paint upon a beauteous Face, ? 


And in Deſcriptions only claim a place. 
But to make Rage declaim, and Grief diſcomſe 


from Lovers in deſpair five things to forer, 
Muſt needs ſucceed; for who can chuſe but pry 
A dying Hero miſerably witty? + | 
But, oh, the Dialogues, where iſt, and mock” 
Is held up like a Reſt at Shittle-cock ! 
Or elle like Bells, eternally they chime, 
They feb in Simile, and die in Rhime. | 
Whar T bing. are 1 \ who would be Porte 


thought, 


By Nature not ;nſpir d, nor r Learning caught? * 


Some Wit they have, and therefore may deſerve = 
. A better Courſe than this by which they ftarve* . | 
But to write Plays! why tis a bold pretence 

To Jeet, . 129093 and ary | 


Nay 
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An Eſſay on Poetry. e 
Nay more; for they muſt look within to find 


Thoſe ſecret Turns of Nature in the mind; 
Without this part in vain would be the « whole 
And but a Body all without a Soul: 

All this tögether yet is but a part 

Of Dialogue, that great and powerful Art, 


Now almoſt loſt, which the old Grecian knew) 


From whence the Romans fainter Co pies drew oy - 
Scarce comprehended f ince, but by a few. 9 
Plato and Lucian are the beſt Remains 
of all the Wonders which this Art contains . 
Vet to our ſelves we Juſtice muſt allo w, 

8 bateſpear and Fletcher are the 0 onders now, 


Conſider them, and read them o'er and o'er, 


Goſee chem play'd, then read them as before, 


For tho i in many things they groſly fail, 


Over our Paſſions till they ſo prevail, 
"8 That our own Grief by theirs is rock'd alleep, 


s | The Dull are forc d to feel, ihe wiſe to o reep. 


„„ An Eſſay on Poetry. 

Their Beauties 1 imitate, avoid their Faults ; 5 
Firſt on a Plot employ thy careful Thoughts; ; 

Turn i it with time a thouſand ſeveral Ways, 
This oft alone has given ſucceſs to Plays : E- 


| Reject that vulg ar Error which appears : 

So fair, of making perfect Characters; 
There's no ſuch thing in Nature, and you'll draw 
A faultleſs Menfter, which the World ne'er faw ; . 
Some Faults muſt be, that his Misfortunes drew, 

But ſuch as may deſerve Compaſſion | too. : 


: Beſides the main Deſign compos 'd with Art, „ 
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. Each moving Scene muſt be a Plot apart; ; .. 3 
; Contrive each little turn, mark every place, pe ng Y 
f As Painters firſt chall out the future Face; A 
Yer be not fondly your own Slave for this, N i 
| But change hereafter what appears amils. 


Think not t ſo much where Dining Thoughts = 

t0 place, | 3 4 

As bet a Man would 2 in ſub a cn 
N either Y 
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An Eſſay on Poetry. 19 
Neither in Comedy will this ſuffice, 
The Player too muſt be before your Eyes: 


And tho 'tis Drudgery to ſtoop ſo low, 
To him you muſt your utmoſt meaning ſho v. 


9 Expoſe no ſingle Fop but lay the Load 
More equally, and ſpread the Folly broad; 

. The other way is vulgar, oft we : ſee 

A Fool derided by as bad as he ; 

Hawks fly at nobler Game; ; in this low wan, 
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A very Owl may prove a Bird of Prey : 

11 Poets ſo will one poor Fop devour; 

But to cleft, like Bees from every Flower, 
Ingredients t compoſe that precious Juice, 
Which ſerves the World for Pleaſure and for 
8 V = 
} - In ſpigbt of Faction this would Favour Ser: q- 
3 . But ale ſeems unimirable yer. 
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20 — Eſſay on Poetry. 


Another Fault which often does befal, 
Is when the Wit of ſome great Poet. ſhall 
80 ove flow, that is, be none at all, 

That all his Fools ſpeak Senſe, as if poſſe ſt, 
And each by Inſpiration breaks his Jeſt; 

If once the Juſtneſ's of each part be loft, 
Well we may laugh, but at the Poet's Colt. 
That ſilly thing, Men call Sheer. Wit, avoid, 
With which our Age {o nauſcouſly i is cloy d; 
Humour is all, Wit ſhould be only brought 
To turn agreeably ſome ; proper Thought. To z 
But ſince the Poets we of late have known, 3 
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Shine in no Dreſs ſo much as in their on, 
The better by Example to convince, | 


Calt but a View on this wrong ſ þ de of Senſe. 


Firlt a Soliloquy i is calmly made, = 2 
Where every Reaſon | 15 exailh weighs; 


Which 
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Au Eſſay on Poetry. 21 


W hich once perform d, moſt opportunely comes 
A Hero frighted at the Noiſe of Drums 
For her ſweet ſake, whom at firſt | f abt he loves, 


And all in Metaphor his paſſion proves; 


But ſome {ad Accident, though yet unkaown, 


Parting this Pair, to leave the Swain alone, 


He ſtreight grows Jealous, yet we know not why, 


And to oblige his Rival, nceds will te ; 3 
But firſt he makes a Speech, wherein he tells 
The abſent N ym ph how much his Fla me excells, oy 
And yet bequeaths her generonſl now 


To that dear Rival whom he does not know, 


Who freight appears (but who can Fate wich- 
ſtand? . 


Too late alas to hold his haſty Hand, 


That juſt has given bimſclf the cruel Stroke, 5 
At which this very Stranger 5 Heart is broke ; 1 
z He more to nis nem Friend than Miſtreſs kind, 


7 Moſt ſadl y mourns at t being lelt behind, 
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Of ſuch a Death prefers the pleaſing Charms 


To Love, and living in a Lady's Arms. 


How ſhameful, and what monſtrous things 


are theſe? 


And then they rail at thoſe they cannot pleaſe, 
| Conclude us only partial for the Dead, 


And grudge the Sign of old Ben ; Johnſon 8 


Head; * 


Wben the intrinſ ck Value of the Stage 

Can ſcarce be judg'd but by 2 following Age; ; 

ö For Dances, Flutes, Italian Songs, and Rhime 
May keep up ſi inking Nonſenſe for a time. 
But that may fail which now ſo much 0 der rules: 
And 8 euſe no longer will ſubvit to Fools. 


* By painful Steps we are ; at laſt got up 


| Parnaſſus Hil, on whoſe bright Airy Top 
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An Eſſay on Poet). 2 3 


The Epick Poets ſo divinely ſhow, 


And with juſt Pride behold the reſt below. 


Heroick Poems have a juſt pretence 


To be the utmoſt reach of human Senſe, ; 
A Work of ſuch ineſtimable Worth, 
There are but two The World has yet brought 


forth, 


Homer, a and Virgil : with what awful found: 
Do thoſe meer words the Ears of Poets wound ! 12 
Juſt as a Changeling ſeems below the reſt 
5 Of Men, or rather 28 a two lege d Beaſt, 
so theſe Gigantick Souls amaz'd we fad 

As much above the reſt of human kind 
Natures whole firength united! endleſs Fame, 
. And univerſal Sbouts attend their Name. 
. Read Homer once, and you can read no more, 
For all things elſe appear ſo dull and poor, 
Vaſe will ſeem Proſe, yet often on him look, 
And you will hardly need another Boch 


2 —— Had 


24 An Eſſay on Poetry. 
Had * * Boſſu never writ, the World had ain, 
Like Indians, view'd this wondrous Piece of 
Sill, 
As ſomething of Divine the Work adi a, 
Not hop d to be Iaſtructed, but Inſpir d; 
But he diſcloſing ſacred Myſteries, % 
Has ſhe wn where all the mighty Magick lies, 
Deſcrib'd the Seeds and in what order ſown, | 
That have to ſuch a vaſt proportion grown; 
Sure from ſome Angel he the Secret knew, e 
: Who through this Lubrinth has given the | 
Cine | = 3 
But what, alas, avails it poor Mankind 
To ſee this promis 'd Land, yet ſtay behind ? . 
i The Way! 18 ſne wn, but Who has ſtrength to go? 5 
Who can all Sciences exactly know? 5 
Whoſe Fancy flies beyond weak Reaſons s Sight, * 
And yet bas e. ro direct! it ar . 
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L e Eſſay on Poetry. 17 ; 
| Whoſe juſt Diſcerament, Virgil-like, i is ſuch, 
n ever to ſay too little, or too much? 


Let ſuch a Man begin without delay, 
But he muſt do much more than I can ſa 7, 


Muſt above Conley, nay and Milton too pre- 
vall, 


5 
2 
5 


ey 
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| Succeed where gs Torquate, and our greater | 
Spencer fail. 
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A Tranſlation out of F RE N C H. 


| = N thoſe cold Climates , „ where the Sun | 


appears 
Vavillingly, and hides his face in tears; 3 

A dreadful Vale lies in a Deſart 1 lle, 

5 On which indulgent Heaven did never ſmile. 
There 


in 
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The Temple of DEATH 27 


There a thick Grove of Aged Cypreſs Trees, 


Which none without an awful horror ſees, 


Into its wither" d Arms, depriv'd of Leaves, 
W hole Flooks of ill. preſaging Birds receives: 
Poiſons: are all the Plants the Soil will bear, 
And Winter is the only Seaſon there, 
Millions of Graves cover the ſpacious Field, 
And ſprings of Blood a thouſand Rivers yield, | 
' Whoſe ſtreams oppreſt with Carcaſes and Bones, 
Inftcadof gentle Murmurs, pour forth Groans. 


Within this Vale a famous Temple ande, 


Old as the World i it ſelf, which i it commands ; 5 
Round i is its figure, and four Iron-Gates 
Divide Mankind, by order of the Fates. 


There come in C rouds, doom d to one common 
Crave, 


The Young, the Old, the Monarch, and u che 


Slave. 
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28 The Temple of DEATH. 
Old Age, and Pains, which Mankind moſt 1 


deplores, 


Are faithful Keepers of thoſe ficred Doors ; 5 
All clad i in mournful Blacks, which alſo Load 
The ſacred Walls of this obſcure Abode, 


And Tapers of a pitchy ſubſtance made, 


With Clouds of ſmoak increaſe the diſmal 


Shade. 


A wont, void of Reaſon and of b Sight, 


The Goddeſs is, who ſways this Realm of N ight. 
Her Power extends o'er all things that have 


breath, 


A Cruel Tyrant, and her Name i is Death. 
The faireſt Object of our wond' ring Eyes 
Was newly offer d up her Sacrifice ; . 

; Th? adjoining places where the Altar ſtood, 

Yet bluſhing with the fair Almerias Blood. 
When griev d Orontes, whoſe unhappy flame 
Ts known to all that e er converſe with Fame ; * 


De Temple of D E 4 TH. 29 
| His mind poſſeſt by Fury and Deſpair, 


| Within the Sacred Temple made this prayer: 


Great Deity | Who in thy hands do ſt bear 


That ruſty Scepter, which poor Mortals fear; 


Who wanting Eyes, thy ſelf reſpeQtcſt none, 


$ And neither ſpares the Laurel, nor the Crown ! 1 


? Oh thou, whom all Maakind in vain with- 


ſtands ! ! 


6 Bach of whoſe Blood muſt one TI ſtain thy 


bands! 1 


# Oh thou, who every 3 which ſees FO Light, 
2 Cloſelt again in an eternal N ight! 


Open thy Ears, and hearken to my Grief, 


3 To which thy only power can give Relief: 
E I come not hither to prolong my Fate, 

YN But wiſh wy wretched Life a ſhorter date, 
# And that the Earth would i in its Bowels bide 


A wretch, whom Heaven invades on every Gde: 'V 
That from the ſight of Day 1 could remove, 
And might have e nothing left me but my Love. 


Thou 


30 The Temple ef DEATH. 
Thou only Comforter of Minds oppreſt; 3 
The Port, where wearied Spirits are at reft ; 
Conducter to Elyſium | Take my Life; 
My Breaſt J oſſer to thy Sacred Knife: 
So juſt a Grace refuſe not, nor deſpiſe 
A Willing, though a Worthleſs Sacrifice. 
Orhers, their frail and mortal State forgot, 
Before thy Altars are not to be brought 
Without conſtraint; 3 the noiſe of dying rage 
Heaps of the Slain of every Sex and Age, 
The blade all recking in the gore it ſhed, I 
- With ſever d Heads and Arms confus dly ſpread; 3 
The Rapid Flames of a perpetual Fire, 4 
The Groans of Wretches ready to Expire * 3 
5 This Tragick Scene makes them i in Terror Live; ; 
f Til that is forc d, which they ſhould freely give, 
5 Yieldiog unwilliogly what Heaven will have, 5 4 
Their fears eclipſe the Glory of their Grave. 5 4 
Pefore thy Face they make undecent moan, 


And ſeel a andred De aths in fearing c one; 


— Tue 
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rie flame becomes unhallow'd in their Breaſt , 
And he a Murtherer, who was a Prieſt ; 


3 His Hands profan di in breaking Nature's Chain, - 
| b v which the Body does the Soul detain: 


But againſt me thy ſtrongeſt Forces call, 
And on my Head let all the Tempeſt fall; 


4 1 Neo ſhrinkiog back ſhall any weakneſs ſhew, 
v And calmly Ill expect the fatal blow; * 
B My Limbs not trembling, , in my mind no 


fear, 


; Plaints in my Mouth, nor in my Eyes 4 Tar, 
3 Think not that time, our wonted ſure relief, 
$ That univerſal Cure for every grief, 

3 Whoſe aid ſo many Lovers oft have found, 
With like ſucceſs can ever heal my wound; 5 
Z ' Too weak's the Power of N ature, or of Art ; ; 


4 N othing but Death can caſe; a broken heart. ” 
| And that thou mayſt behold my helpleſs ſtate, ; 


1 LL earn the extreameſt rigor of my Fate. 


Amid it 
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- Amid thi innumerable beauteous Train, 
Parts the Queen of Cities, does contain, 
The faireſt Town, the largeſt, and the beſt, 
so fair Almeria ſhin'd above the reſt. 

From her bright Eyes to feel a hopeleſs flame, 
Was of our Youth the moſt ambitious aim; 
Her Chains were marks of Honour to the Brave, 3 
| She made a Prince when cer ſhe made a Slave. | 

Love under whoſe Tyranoick Power! groan, | 3 
Shew'd me this Beauty e'er 'twas fully blown; ; 3 
Her tim'rous Charms, and her unpractis d Look, | 

Their firſt aſſurance from my Conqueſt took J 

By wounding me, ſhe learnt the fatal Art, 3 
And the firſt figh ſhe had, was from My Heart; 3 1 
My vows" with Tears moiſt'n ning her ſaowy 1 


— = 
EY 


1 the Tribute owing toher Charms: 55 
Fut as 1 ſooneſt of all Mortals paid 5 


My Vows, and to her Beauty Altars made; 3 
80 


©. 


n 
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So among all thoſe Slaves that ſigh'd in vain, 
She thought me only worthy of my Chain. 


' Love's heavy Burthen, my Submiſſive Heart 
Endur'd not long, before ſhe hore ter part; 


My violent flame melted her frozen Breaſt, 
And in ſoft Sighs her Pity ſhe expreſt; 


Her gentle Voice allay'd my raging Pains, 

And her fair Hands Suſtain'd me in my Chains; I 
Even Tears of Pity waited on my M ban, 

And tender Looks were caſt on me alone. 
My hopes and dangers were leſs mine, than 


| hers, 


2 Thoſe fill her Soul with Joys, a and | theſe with 


Fears : : 


Our hearts united, hid the ſame Jelires: 
And both alike, bura'd in Impatient Fires. 


Joo Faichfal Memory! 11 give thee] Leave 


Thy wretched Maſter kindly to deceive . 
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Make me not once poſſeſſor of her Charms; ; 
Let me not find her [anguiſh | in my Arms ; ; 
"Paſt Joys are now my Fancies mour nſul Theams; 4 
Make all my happy N ights appear but Dreams : 
Let not that Bliſs before my Eyes be brought : 
Oh! hide thoſe Scenes from my tormenting 5 
Thought; ; 
And i in their place, Diſdainful Beauty bew, 
If thou would ſt not be cruel, make herſo; 
And ſomething to abate my deep Deſpair, 
Oh, let her ſeem leſs Gentle, or leſs Fair. 
But I in vain, flatter my wounded Mind, 
: Never was Nymph {0 Lovely, or ſo Kind: 
No cold Repulſes, my Deſires aged, 
1 ſeldom ſigh'd but on Almeris's Breaſt z 
Of all the Paſſions which Mankind deſtroy, | 
I only felt excefs of Loveand Joy: 


Y . Numberleſs Pleaſures charm'd my Sen 6. 1 ; 


they 
Were as my Love, without the leaſt Allay. — 
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As pure, alas, but not ſo ſure to laſt, . 
For like a pleaſing Dream, they all are paſt. 
From Heav'n her Beauty like fierce ding 
came, . | 
Which breaks through panel with i its dlori- 
ous Flame, 
A vhile it Shines, A while © our Sight i it cheats, 
| But ſoon the ſhort-liv'd Comfort diſappears, 
And thunder follows, whoſe reſiſtleſs Rage, 
None can withſtand, and nothing can aſſuage. 
Zo oft che Light, which choſe bright aſhes gave, Fa 
E Serves only to conduct us ; 0 our Grave. . 


When 1 bad juſt begun Love s Joys to tale, 
( Thoſe full Rewards for Fears and owes 
paſt) 

| A Fever ſeiz d her, and to nothing brought 
The richeſt Work that ever N ature Wrought. 

. All things below, alas, uncertain ſtand ; 


| The firmeſt Rocks a are Gy d upon the Sand; YE : 
8 — — Vader 
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Under this Law both Kings and Lingen bend 
And no beginning is without an end. 
A Sacrifice to Time, Fate dooms us all, 
And at the Tyrant s Feet we daily fall: 
Time, whoſe bold hand alike does bring to duſt 
| Mankind, and all thoſe Powers in which they 
truſt, 


Her waſted Spirits now begin to ) faint, 
Yet Patience ties her Tongue from all Complaint, 
5 Andi in her Heart, as in a Fort remains, 
5 But yields at laſt to her reſiftleſ pains; 
Thus while the Fever am Tous of his pw : 
: Through all her Veins makes his delightful way, 


5 Her Fate's, like Semile s, the Flames deſtroy 
| That Beauty tf: ey too eagerly enjoy. 


= Her charming Face i is in its Spring han? d, 0 

pale grow the Roſes, and the Lillies fade ; : 
lex skia hes luſt chat Luſtre which ſurpaſt 
The Sun's, an! did deſerve as long to laſt ; 


Her 


% 
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Her Eyes, which us'd to pierce the firmeſt hearts, 
Are now diſarm'd of all their Flames and Darts, 


Thoſe Stars now heavily and ſlowly move, 152 


And ſickneſs triump s in the Throne of Love. 


5 The Fever every moment more prevails, 


Its rage her Body feels, and Tongue bewails; 


505 She, whoſe Diſdain ſo many Lovers prove, 
Sighs now for Torment, as they ſigh for Love, 
; And with loud Cries which rend the neighb' ring | 


Air, 


5 Wounds my ſad heart, and wakens my Deſpair, 


1 Both Gods and Men I charge now with my loſs, 


5 And wild with Grief, my Thoughts each other 


croſs ; 


= My N Tongue labour i in both extreams, 


That ſends up flip ghted Prayers, while this 


blaſphemes: e 
1 ask their help, whoſe malice I 
And mingle Sacriledg: with Piety : 


*E BY But 


wie 3 : 2 2 * 3 
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But that which does yet more e my mind, 
To love her truly, Imuſt ſeem unkind: 
| 80 unconcern'd a Face my Sorrow wears, 

I muſt reſtrain unruly floods of Tears. 


= My Eyes and Tongue put on diſſembling forms, 


I ſhew a calmneſs in the midſt of Storms, 
I ſeem to hope, when all my hopes are gone, 
And almoſt dead with grief, diſcover none. 
- But who can long deceive a Loving Eye, | 
Or with dry Eyes behold bis Miſtreſs die; 
When Paſſion had with all i its terrors ine” 
„ approaching danger nearer to my Thought, 
5 Off on a ſudden, fell the forc'd diſguiſe, 
And ſhew' d a ſi ghing heart | in weeping Eyes, 
My app! ehenſions now no more confin d, 
Expos'd my Sorrows, and betray'd my mind. 
The Fair Afflicted, Hoon perceives my Ten, : 


Explains my Sighs „ and thence concludes my 3 


Tears; "HR 


With 
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With ſad Preſages of her hopeleſs Caſe, 

She reads her Fate in my dejected Face; 
Then, feels my Torment, and neglects her own, 
While I am ſenſible of hers alone; 

Each does the others burden kindly bear, 

I fear her Death, and ſhe bewails my Fear; 
Though we thus ſuffer under Fortune's Darts, © 

Tis only thoſe of Love which reach our Hearts. 

Mean- while the Fever mocks at all our Fears, 

Grows by our Sighs, and rages at our 1 ears: 
Thoſe vain effects of our as vain deſ W 

; Like Wind and 051 increaſe the fatal fire. 


Almeria, then, feeling the Deſtinies 
| About to ſhut her Lips, and cloſe her Ey es, 
Weeping, in mine fix'd her fair trembling Hand, 


And with theſe words, 1 ſearce could under- 
ſtand; 


Her Paſſion: in a dying Voice expreſs d 


Half, and her Sighs alas, made out the reſt. 
D 4 — | | in BE 
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'Tis paſt; this Pang, Nature gives o'er the 
ſtrife ; 


Thou muſt FO Miſtreſs Loſe, andT my Life; 5 
I dye, but dying thine, the Fates may prove 
Their Conqueſt over me, but 1 not my Love; 
Thy Memory, my Glory, and my Pain, 

In ſpight of Death it ſelf, ſhall Rin remain : 
Ah! Dear Orontes, my hard Fate denies 
That hope is the laſt thing which in us dies: 
From my grievd Breaft all thoſe ſoft "Thongs | 


are fled, 


And Love ris alchough my Hope is dead; = 
I yield a my Ive, but keep my Paſſion yer, 
And can all thoughts but of Oroutes quit; 

. My flame increaſes as my ſtrength decays, 0 


Death, which puts out the light, the heat does 


raiſe; = 


| That ny 180 T1 ains, thoughT from hence remove, 5 g 
5 I loſe my Lover, but 1 keep my Love. 


; of "_—_ 
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7 be Sigh, which ſent forth that laſt tender word, 

= Up towards the Heaven's like a bright Meteor 
war 4, e 

And the kind Nymph bereft of all her Charms, 

Fell cold and breathleſs in her Lover s Arms; 

Which ſhews, ſince Death could deny him relief. 


"That is in vain we hope to dic with grief. 


 Godaeſs, who now wy Fate has underſtocd, 

Spare but my Tears, and freely tale my Blood ; 

Here let me end the Story of my Cares, 

My Diſmal Grief enough the reſt declares, 
Judge thou by all this Miſery diſplay * 
Whether 1 ought not to implore thy 4 
: Thus to ſurvive, reproaches on me draws, 


. And my ſad wiſhes have too juſt a Cauſe. 


Come, they, wy only hope in every place 
be Thou viſueſt, Mcnrremble at thy Face, 


42 pe Temple , DEATH. 
And fear thy Name; once let thy fatal hand 


Fall on a Swain, that does the blow demand. 
Vouchſafe thy Dart: I need not one of thoſe, 
With which thou doſt unwilling Kings depoſe; 
Thy weakeſt, my deſir'd releaſe can bring, 
And free my Soul already on her wing. = 
But ſince all Prayers and Tears are vain, n try, 
—— - bie of tbee, tis poſſible to die, ; 


- - 
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PARAPHRASE 
£ : On the CXLVIIL 
PS. 1 4 M. 


By « the Ear of Roſcommon. : 


| © 


"Break your long ſilence, and let Mortals know, 


Azure Vaults! 0 Cryſtal Sky ! 
The World's tranſparent Canopy, 


With What contempt you look on n things below. 


5 Wing non of the God of War, 
1 Who Conquer whereſo? er you are, 


EY 


44 A Parapbraſe on Pſalm 148. 
Let Eechoing Anthems make his praiſes known. 
On Earth „his Footſtool,as i in Heay? 1 his Throne. 
Great Eye of All, whoſe Glorious Ray 

* Rules the bright Empire of the Day. 


O praiſe his Name, without whoſe purer -Light, . 

Thou hadſt been hid 1 in an Abyſs of N isht: 
ve Moon and Planets who diſpence, 
By God's Command your Influence. 


Reſign to him, as your Creator, due, 5 
That Vencration wich Men pay to you; W 

Faireſt, as well as firſt of things, 

From whom al Joy, all Beauty ſprings 


o praiſe the Almighty Ruler of the Glob, 


: Who uſerh thee for his Empyreal Robe : 


Praiſe him ye loud harmonious Spheres, i 


3 Whoſe Sacred Sawp all N ature bears. 


Who 


A n on Pſalm 148. 45 


Who did all Forms from the rude Chaos draw, 
And whoſe Command i is th? univerſal Law; 
Le wat' ry Mountains of the Sky, 

And you ſo far abore our Eye. 


vaſt ever · moving Orbs, Exalt bis Name, 
Who gave its being to your Glorious Frame: # 
- Ye Dragons, whoſe Contagious Breath | 
Peoples the dark Retreats of Death, 


5 Change your ferce biſſing i into joyful 5 gong, 
And praiſe your Maker with your forkedTongue 5 
Praiſe him ye Monſters of the Deep. 

0 hat i in the Seas vaſt Boſoms ſleep, 


At whoſe Command the foaming Billows roar, 
Vet know their Limits, Tremble, and Adore 
ve Miſts and Vapours, Hail and Snow, 


And you who through the Concave blow. = 


Swilt 


= 3 — 2 
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Swift Executors of his holy Word, (Lord 
Whirlwinds and Tempeſt praiſe the Almighty 


Mountains, who to your Maker's View 
Seem leſs than Mole Nile do to you, 


Namens bow, when firſt Jehovah ſpoke, 
All Heaven was Fire, and Sinai hid in Smoke: 


Praiſe bim ſweet Off. ſpring of the Ground, 
With Heavenly N eftar yearly Crown' d. 


And ye tall Cedars, celebrate his di 


Ae in his Temple Sacred Altars raiſe: 33 


Idle Muſicians of the Spring, 5 


5 Whoſe only care's e and og, 


Fly thro the world,and lt yourrrembling Throat 
| Praiſe your Creator with the ſweeteſt N ote. 


Praiſe him each Salvage Furious Beaſt, 


That on bis stores do Gaily fealt. 


Ad 


And you tame Slaves of the Laborious Plow, 
Your weary Knees to your Creator bow : 

| Majeſtick Monarchs, Mortal Gods, 
Whose Power hath here no Periods - 1 


* May all Attempts againſt your Gove be vain, : 
© But ſtill remember by whoſe power you Reign: * 


Let the wide World his Praiſes ling. 
Where Tag. and Enplrate ſpriog, 


And from the D froſty Banks, to thoſe, DF 


Pf Where from an unknown head great Nilus flows 


' You that diſpoſe of all our Lives, - 


Praiſe him from whom your power derives, 


T Be True and Juſt, like him, and fear his Word, 


As much as Malefactors do your Sword. 


Praiſe him old Monuments of Time, 


O praiſe him in y our Youthful prime, 


Praiſe 
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Praiſe him fair Idols of our greedy Sence, : 
Exalt his Name, ſweet Age of Innocence: 
Jehovah's Name ſhall only laſt, 
When n Earth, and alli is paſt. 


| Nothing, Great God, is to be found i in 1 Thee, 


But Unconceivable Eternity: 


Exalt, 0 Jacob, s Sacred Race, 
"The God of Gods, the God of Grace, 


Who will above the Stars your Empire raiſe, | 
And with his Glory, Recompence your Praiſe. 


10 


ORIN D A. 


An Imitation of 


| HOR 


(By the Earl of — | 
Integer vite, Ce. 
Carm. Lib. 1. . Od. 22. 


F714 Irtue ( Dear Friend ) needs no defences 
V Ne 0 Arms, but! its own Innocen: 83 
Quivers, and Bows, and poiſon 4 Darts, 
Are only us d by guilty Hearts. 
—- 


50 To ORIN DA. 


3 


3 An honeſt mT) ſafely alive . 


May travel through. the burning Zone, | 
Or through the deepeſt Scythian Snows, 
| Or where the fam'd Fhdaſpes flows. 


II. 
While (ruld by a reſitleſs fre) 
Our Great ORIN D 41 Admire. 
The hungry wolves that ſee me ſtray 
Unarm d and ſingle, run away. 


C 2 
Set me in the remoteſt place : 
That ever Neptune did embrace, 
When there her Image fills my Breaſt, 
Helicon is not half — bleſt. 


FP 


To ORIN PDA. 


v. 
Leave me upon ſome Lybian Plain, 
$0 ſhe my Fancy entertain, 
And when the thirſty Monſters meet, 
"They'll all pay homage to my Feet. 


VI. 
The Magick of 0 R IN D 4s Name, 
: Not only can their fierceneſs tame, 


But, if that mighty word 1 once rehearſe, + 


They! ſeem ſubmiſſively to roar in Verſe, 


51 
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By the ſame Autbor. 


5 A Hhappy Grove! Dark and ſecure retreat, — © 
8 Of Sacred filence, Reſt's eternal Seat 3 
How well your cool and unfrequented ſhade, 


Suits with the chaſt retirements of a Maid. 0 
Oh! If kind Heaven had been ſo much my friend, ” 


T7 To make my Fate upon my choice depend; 
2 All my ambition I would here confine, - 
And oaiy this Eſum ſhould be mine. 


5 Fond Men by Paſſion wilfully betray : 
Adore thoſe Idols which their ſha made; „ 


FTurchaſing 


The GN OV E. „ 
Purchaſing Riches, with our time and care, 
we loſs our freedom in a gilded Snare; 
And having all, all to our ſelves, refuſe, x; 


Oppreſt with Bleſſings which we fear to uſe. 
: Fame is at beſt but an inconſtant good, 


Voeain are the boaſted Titles of our Blood „ 
We ſooneſt loſe what we moſt highy prize, 
And with our Youth our ſhort-liv'd Beauty dies. 


5 In vein our Fields and Flocks increaſe our ſtore, 8 
5 out abundance makes us wiſh for more. = 


How happy i is the harmleſs Country Maid, 

Who rich by Nature, ſcorns ſuperfluous aid! 
Whoſe modeſt Cloaths no wanton eyes invite, 5 
But like her Soul, preſerves the N ative White; ry 


i Whoſe little Store, her well taught Mind does 


pleaſe, 5 
2 Nor pinch' d with want, nor cloy'd with wanton 
eaſe, mY 


Who free from Storms, which on the Great Oaes 
Makes but few Wiſhes and enjoys them all; ; (fall, 


LET N No 


54 The GR O V E. 

No care but Love can diſcompoſe her Breaſt, 

Love, of all Cares the ſweeteſt and the beſt. 

'Whil'| on ſweet Graſs her bleating Charge does | 
lie, | 


Our happy Lover feeds upon her eye; 

Not one on whom or Gods or Men impoſe, 
But one whom Love has for this Lover choſe, 
Under ſome favourite Myrtle $ ſhady Boughs, 
They ſpeak their Paſſions in repeated Vows: 

And whilſt a Bluſh confeſſes how ſhe burns, 
His faithful heart makes as ſincere returns. 

Thus in the Arms of Love and Peace "4 lie 


; And whil they Live their flames can —_— . | 


THE 


mw Written 1 the 3 oo 
Sir RO BE RT HOWAR D. 9 


N Windfo Foreſt, before War deſtroy 3. 

1 The barmleſs Pleaſures which ſoft peace 

8 enjoy d; 

* mighty Stag grew Monarch of the Herd, 

By all his Savage Slaves obey'd, and fear? d: — 
EE And i 


Ace courts no choſen object, but compels : 


5 

56 The Duel of the STAGS. 
And while the Troops about their Sovereign fed, 
They warch'd the awful nodding of his ond. 
Still as he paſſeth by, they all remove, 


Proud i in Dominion, Prouder i in his Love : 
[And while with Pride and Appetite he ſwells; : = 


No Subject his lord Miſtreſs dares deny, 
— antoatn ed 


Loaz 7 had this Prince imperiouſly thus Cay q, 
By no ſet Laws, but by his Will obey'd, 


His fearful Slaves, to full Obedience grown, . 


Admire eli ſtrength, and dare not te their own. 


' One Subject moſt did his lines move, 
That how d leaſt Fear, and counterfeited Love; BY 
: In the beſt Paſtures by his ide he fed, . 
; Arm'd with two large Militia* 5 on his head: 5 
As if he pradtis d Majeſty he walk'd, 

5 And at his Nod, he made not OT bat Ralle'd. 


By 
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By his large ſhade, he ſaw how great he was, 

| And bis vaſt Layers on the bende] Graſs. 
is thoughts as latge a8 his proportion grew, 
And judg d himtelf, as fit for Empire too. 
Thus to Rebellious hopes he ſwell d at length, 


4 Love and Ambition growing with his ſtrength. 


This hid Ambition his bold Paffion ſhows, 
And from a Subject to a Rival grows. 
_ Sollicites all his Princes fearful 8 


1 And! in his fight Courts with rebellious flames. 


- T he Prince ſees this with an inflamed ke, 
But Jooks are only ſigns of Majeſty : 
When once a Prince's Will meets a reſtraint, . 


His Power is ; then eſtcem 'dbur his Complaint, 


His Head then ſhakes, at which th' affrights J 


Herd 


1 : Start to esch ſide; his Rival, not afear'd, 
Stands by bis Miſtref ide, and ſtirs not thence, : 


But bids her own his Love, and his Defence. 
The 


But Man no ſeaſon frees from Love or War. 
With 


58 We Duel of teS TAGS. 


The Quarrel now to a vaſt height is grown, 
8 Both urg'd to fight by Paſſion, and a Throne ; 
But Love has moſt excuſe; for all, we find, 
Have Paſſions, tho not Thrones alike aſſign d. 
The Sovereign Stag ſhaking his loaded head, 
On which his Scepters with his Arms were ſpread, 


Wiſely by Nature, chere together fix d, 


Where with the Title, the Defence was mixt. 
The pace which he advanc g with to engage, 
, Became at once his Majeſty, and Rage: 
Tother ſtands Rill with as much confidence, 
To make his part ſeem only his defence. 


"Their heads n now meet, ard at one blow each 


ſtrikes 


As many ſtrokes, as if a Rank of Pikes 
Grewe on his Brows, as thick their Antlets Rand, 
| Whichever Year kind Nature does disband. 


90 Wild Beaſts ſometimes i in peace and quiet are, 


< | 
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With equal 1 they met, as wif two Oaks 
. Had fell, and mingled with a thouſand ſtrokes. 
One by Ambition urg'd, rother Diſdain, 7 
One to Preſerve, the other fought to Gain: 
The Subjects and the Miſtreſſes ſtood by, 
With Love and Duty to crown Victory: 
For all AﬀeQions wait on proſperous "oy 


Is Not he that climbs, but he that falls,mects ſhame. 85 


While thus with equal Courages they meet, 
The wounded Earth yields to their Qrugliog 

Feet 
1 while: one llides, rother purſu: 5 the Fight, 
And thinks that forc't Retreat looks like " 
Flight : _” - : 
But then aſham' d of his Retreat, at length 


Wann his Foe back, his Rage rene ws his 
ſtrength. 
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A ſham d to flie, and yet afraid to bebt: 


As even Weights into a motion thrown, 
By equal turns, drive themſelves up and down; 
So ſometimes one, then t'other Stag prevails, 


And Victory, yer doubtful, holds the Scales. 


The Prince alem to be opper'd fo long, 


With all his ſtrength united ruſhes on; 
The Rebel weaker, than at firſt appears, 
— And from his Courage ſinks unto his Fears. 
| Not able longer to withſtand his might, | 
From: a Retreat at laſt ſteals toa Flight. 
The mighty Stag purſues his flying Foe, 
Till his own pride of Conqueſt made him ſlow; = 
Thought it enough to ſcorn a thing that flies, | 
8 And 980 now a him with his — 5 


The Vanquilt'd as he fled, turn'd back his 


ſight, 


Some 
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Sometimes his Wounds, as his excuſe ſurvey d, 
Then fled again and then laok'd baek and ſtay d: 
Bluſh't that his Wounds ſo ſlight ſhould not den 
Strength for a fight,that left him ſtrength to flie. - 
Calls thoughts of Love and Empire to his aid, 
But Fears more powerful than all thoſe perſuade, 5 
And yet in ſpight of them retains his ſhame, 
Big Cool'd ambition, and his half.quench'd flame, 


There' none from cheir own ſenſe of ſhame can f 


flie, 


Y And dregs of Paſſions dwell with \ miſery. 


Now to the Decker he ens his feeble courſe, : 


| Deſpis'd by thoſe that once admir'd his force: 
TheWretch that to a ſcorn d Condition- 5 crown, 
| With the World' 5 favour, loſes too his own. 


While ee Troop their | Conquering . 
4 . Prince enclos 1 
Now render” d abſolute by being oppos 'd; 


Priaces 
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Princes by Diſobedience get Command, 
And by new quench d Rebellions freer ſand 
Till by the boundleſs offers of ſucceſs, 
They meet their Fate in ill-us'd happineſs. 


The Vanquiſh't Stag to thickeſt ſhades repairs, 

= Where he finds ſafety puniſh't with his cares; 
Thorough the Woods he ruſhes not, but glides, = 

And from all ſearches but his own he hides ; $-> + , 


Aſham'd to live, unwilling yet to loſe 
That wrerched life he knew not how to uſe, N 


In this nene thus he liv d conceal'd, N bi: 
Til with his * his Fears \ were : almoſt * 
bead; 7 


5 His ancient Paſſions now began to move, 


\ He thought again of Empire and of Love: 8 8 
ken rouz d biqmſelf, and ſtrerch'd at | his full 1 


length, * 


© Took the large 2 of his mighty f fr engeh 5 
—_ Then 
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Then ſhook his loaded Head; ; the ſhadow too, 
Shook like Bl Tree, where leaveleſs Branches 

grew: . 15 . 

Stooping to drink, he ſees it in the Streams, 
And in the Woods hears claſhing of his Beams ; "7 

No accident but does alike proclaim 


| Hisgrowing trengh,andbis acreſing dame 


Now once e again, reſolves to try his Fate, 
( For Envy al ways is importunate * 
Andi in the mind perpetually does move, 
A fit Companion for unquiet Love. 
Hle thinks upon his Mighty Enemy. 
1 Circld about with Pow'r and Luxury. : 
And hop'd his ſtreagth might fink in his deſires, 
Remembring he had waſted in ſuch Fires. 
* Vet while he hop'd by them to overcome, | A 


. He wiſh'd the others fatal j joys his own. 
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Thus the unquice Beaſt i in ſafety lay, 
5 Where nothing was to fear, nor to obey ; 2 


Where 


= 
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Where he aloge Commanded, and was Lord 
Of every Bounty Nature did afford, 
| Choſe Feaſts for every Arbitrary ſenſe, 
An Empire in the ſtate of Innocence. 


hut all the Feaſts N ature before him plact, 
- Had but faint reliſhes to his loſt taſte, 
Sick Minds, like Bodies in a Fever ſpent, 


. 8 Turn Food to the Diſeaſe not Nouriſnment. 


Sometimes he dole abroad, and Oriaking 3 


3 ſtood, 
OE. Under the Melker 0 che friendly Wood ; 


Caſting his envious Eyes towards choſe Plains | 
Where with Crown d 1. his Mighty Rival | 


Reigns, 
He ſaw th' obeying Herd marching along, 


. And weight his Rival Greatneſs by the Throng. | IF 
5 Want takes falſe Meaſures, both of Power, and | 


: Joys, 
And envy'd Greatncls is but C rowd, ah Noiſe. 


Not 


3 
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Not able to endure this hated light, 
Back to the. Shades he flies to ſcek out N ight. 
Like Exiles from their Native Soils, though ſe: 
To better Countries, think it Baniſhment. 
Here he enjoy'd what t'other could have the ere, 
The Woods are ſhady, and the Streams as C lear, 


The Paſtures more untainted where he fed, 
And * Night choſe 15 an unpreſt Bed. 


But then his lab ring Soul with Dreams was 
preſt, e DO 

And found the greateſt wearineſs in \Reſt; 3 

His dreadful Rival in his lep appears, : 

= Andi in his Dreams again, he fights and fears: 

Shriaks at the ſtroaks of t 'others Mighty Head, 


Feels every wound, and dreams how faſt he fled. 
At this he wakes, and with his fearful Ey es, 


Salutes the Light, that Fleet the Eafter * Skies, 


Still half amaz d, looks round, and held by fear, - 


Scarce can Believe no Enemy Was near, 
" EDD — 
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But when he ſaw his heedleſs fears were brought 

Not by a Subſtance, but a drowſie Thought, 

His ample ſides he ſhakes, from whence the 
Dew + ports 

- 1a ſcatter'd Showers like driven Tempeſts flew. 


At which, through all his Breaſt new boldneſs 
: ſpread, Wy 0 


And with his Courage, rais'd his Might Head. bf 


Then by his Love inſpir d, reſolves to try 
: The Combat now, and overcome, or die. 


Every weak Paſſion ſomerimes i is above 


The fear of Death, much more the N obleft Love. | 


: By Hope tis ſeorn'd, and by deſpair? tis ſought, 
Purſu'd * Honour a reac LE. 


Refoly d the paths of danger now to tread, 


From his ſcorn'd ſhelter, and his fears, he fled. 


With a brave haſte now ſecks a ſecond Fight, | 
Riedeems the baſe one by 2 Noble Flight. 


7: 
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In the mean time, the Conqueror enjoy d 
That Power by which he was to be deſtroy' d. 
How hard tis for the Proſperous to ſee, 

That Fate which waits on Power, and vigor. 


Thus he ſecurely Reign'd, when in A Rout 
- He ſaw th' affrighted Herd flying about; | 


* As if ſome Huntſmen did their Chace Purſue, 


About themſelves | in ſeatter'd Rings they flex „ 
He like a careful Monarch, rais'd his Head, 
To ſee what Cauſe that ſtrange diſturbance bred, 


Bur when the ſearcht- out Cauſe appcar d 20 
more, 8 
5 Than from A Slave, he had 0 ercome before, 
= A bold diſdain did i in his Looks appear, I 
And ſhook his Aweful Head to chide their Fe car. 195 
The Herd afraid of Friend and Enemy, DR 
sb- ok from the one, and from the other Fly; 


. 
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| ION ſcarce know which they ſhould ny or 
Taruſt, 3 
Since Fortune _ makes it Safe and Juſt. 
Yet in Deſpight of all his Pride, he ſtaid, 
And this unlook't for Chance with T rouble 
weights, | 


His Saw We alike, - Cwell' high, [ 
And only fear d his Enemy ſhould Fly ; . 


He thought of former Conqueſt, and from 
. 


| Corened himſelf ; into a Confidence. 


P other that ſaw his Conqueror ſo near, 
Stood Ril and lift 'ned toa whiſp'ring fear; 


From whenee he heard his n and bis 
n 
But new. born Hopes bi ancient Fears 0 recame. 


The 
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The Mighty Enemies now meet at length, 
With equal Fury, though not equal , 
For now, too late, the Conqueror did find, 
That all was waſted in him but his Mind, 

His Courage i in his Weakneſs yet prevails. 

As a bold Pilot ſteers with tatter'd Sails, 

And Cordage crackt, direfts no ſteddy Courſe, 
Carry'd by Reſolution, more chan Force. 
Before his once ſcorn d Enemy he reels, 

His Wounds encreaſing with his Shame, he 

5 feels 
The others strength, more from h W eakael 

= _ grows, be: > 

And with one furious puſh, 10 Rival throws. 

e 

80 a tal Oak, the pride of all the Wood, 

| That long x the Aſſault of ſeveral Storms bath 

ood z : 


3 
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Till by a Mighty Blaſt more pow Fully ouſh't, 
His Root's torn up, and to the Earth he ruſht. 


Vet then he rais'd his Head, on which there 


Grew, 

. Once, all his power, and all his Title too ; = 
Unable now to riſe, and leſs to Fight, | 
Ne rais d thoſe Scepters to demand his Right. 


But ſuch weak Arguments prevail with none, | 


5 To plead. their Titles, when their Power i 1 


| gone. 


ry: 


His Head now ſinks, and with it all defence, 5 
N Not only rob'd of Power, but Pretence. ; 


| Wounds upon Wow, the Conqueror in 


gives. 
And thinks himſelf uiſate, while t "other Lives: 


Unhappy State of ſuch as wear a Crown, 
Fortune does { luom lay em gently down. 


= 


Now 


n 


N ow to the moſt ſcorn d Remedy he flics, 
And for ſome Pity ſeems to move his Eyes, 


Pity, by which the beſt of Virtue” $ try d, 


To u retched Princes ever is deny'd, 


* 


There i is a Debt to Fortune, which they pry 


For all their Greatneſs, by no Common way. 


- 


. The flatt ring Troops unto the Viftar fy, 
. And own bis Title 0 * victory * 8 
The Faith of molt , 5 with Fortune ae N 


955 decline, 
5 Duty 's but Fear, and Conſcience but Deſign. 


EPE 
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The victor now, proud! in his great ſuccels, = 


| Haſtes to enjoy his fatal Happi neſs; 3 
| Forgot his Mighty Rival Was. deſtroy d 


= By that, which he lo fondly now enjoy . 8 


Wo 


F 4 


|. 


S + 
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Ia Paſſions, thus Nature her ſe]f enjoys, 
sometimes Preſerves, and then again deſtroys 3 3 
Yet all D:ftruRion whizh Reveage can move, 


Time c or Ambition, is ſupply'd by Loye. 


- T 0 


© ELL A. 


By Sir Charles Sedley. 


5 O VU tel: me, Celis, you approve, 


Vet never muſt return my love; 

An anſwer that my hope deſtroys, 

And i in the Cradle wounds our joys. 

To kill at once what needs muſt die, 

None would to Birds and Beaſts deny. 
How can you then ſo cruel prove, 

As to preſerve and torture Love? 

That Beauty Nature kindly meant 

For her own Pride, and our Content ; 


Why 


: 


| 
| 


ow 3 — 
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5 Why ſhou'd the Tyrant Honour make 
Our greateſt torment 7 Let us break 
His Yoke, and that baſe power diſdain, 
Which only keeps the good in pain. 

In Love and War th' Impoſtor do' 8 


The beſt to greateſt harms expoſe. 


Come then, my Celia, let's no more 


This Devil, for a God adore. 

Like fooliſh Indians we have been, 
Who 0 whole Religion i is a ſin. 

If we the Laws of Love had kept, 

And not in Dreams of Honour ſlept, 

He would have ſurely, loog ere this, 
- Have Crown'd us with the higheſt Bliss; ; 

Our Joy had then been as compleat, 
As now our Folly has been great. 

Let's loſe no time then, but repent, 


Love welcomes beſt a Penitent. > 


ANSWER. 


A N 8 WER + 


HB the ſame Author. 


"Fhrfis, I wiſhas well as you, 


To Honour chere were nothing due: a 
: Then would I pay my debt of Love 
In the lame Coin that you approve ; 1 angn 
- Which now you muſt i in Friend *. take, : . 
'Tis all the Payment I can make; : 
Friendſhi p ſo high, that! muſt ſay, 
'Tis rather Love with ſome allay. 
And reſt contented, ſince that 1 
| As well my ſelf as you deny. 
Learn then of me bravely to bear 
The wantof whatyou hold moſt dear ; 
X And that which Honour does in me, 


Let my Example work on thee, | 


4. 
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To 


-CEL1 A. 


B the ſame Author. 
h p* Rintes make Laws, by which their Subjefts 


we 4 live, 1 
And the high Gods, Rules for their Worſhip! give, 1 


15 How ſhould poor Mortals elſe a Service find 


At all proportion d 10 their mighty Mind: 1 
Hadi it been left to us, each one would bring 


5 of what he lik'd himſelf, an Offering; 1 


5 And with unwelcome Zeal, perhaps, diſpleaſe 
The offended Deity he would 1d appeaſe. 
All Powers but thine, this Mercy do allow, 5 


3 And how they would be ſerv d themſelves do . 


ſhew. 


A 1 3 


bc QV E L I A. — 
A rude Barbarian wou d his Captiv d oe 
Fully inſtruct in what he'd have him do. 

And can it be, my Celia, that Love 

5 Leſs kind than War ſhould to the yanquiſh'd 
prove. 


Say, cruel Fair, then, would you that my flame 
| Shou'd for a while move under Friendſhip? 
Name; 


Or may it boldly, like i it fair appear, 
; And i its own Tale deliver to your Far? 
Or muſt it in my tortur'd Boſom live, 5 
| Like Fire i in quiet Flints, and no Light give: "2 
And only then humbly ſend forth a ſmall 


| Spark, when your ſelf does on that ſuject fall? ? 
My Paſſion can with any Laws comply, 


1 And for our ſake do any thing, bur Die. 


CHLORIS 


HS the Jan: Author. 


— Hlris, 1 jultly am betray'd 

Au Bya Deſign my {elf had laid ; 5 . 
5 Like an old Rook, whom in his Cheat, 1 

5 A Run of Fortune does defeat. 
4 thought at firſt with a ſmall ſum 

| Of Love, thy heap to overcome; 


0 Preſuming on thy want of Art, : 
| Thy gentle and unpractis d Heart. 
But naked Beauty can prevail, | 


. Like open force, when Plots do fail. 
Iaſtead of that thou haſt all mine, 


x And I have not one Stake of thine: 2 


T CHLOKIS. 

And, like all Winners, do'ſ diſcover 
A willingneſs to give me over. 
And though I beg, thou wilt not ow; 
NT were better thou ſhouldꝰſt do ſo too: 
For I ſo far in Debt ſhall run, 
Even thee I ſhall be forc't to ſhun. 
My Hand, alas, is no more mine, > 
Ele i it had long ago been thine : * 
5 My Heart 1 give thee, and we call 

No Man unjuſt that parts with all. 
; What a Prieſt ſays, moves not the mind, 

Souls are by Love, not x Words, combin d. 


1 


* 4 ö EH 1000 bim be ah 


not Love. 


AD the ſame Author. | 


Adam, chough meaner Beauties might, 


M 


Perhaps have need of ſome ſuch light; ; 


Who to excuſe their Rigor, muſt 
Say they our Paſſions do miſtruſt, 

And that they wou d more pity bew, : 
Were they but lure our Loves were true. N 
Lou ſhou d thoſe petty Arts deſpiſe, 
Secure of what is once your Prize. 

We to our Slaves no Fraud addreſs, 

But a as they are, our Minds expreſs. | ; 

Tellme not thenT cannot Love, 

Say, rather, you it ne 'rean n move; * 

Who can no more doubt of your Charms, 
Than! refit ſuch row rful arms: . 


Whoſe 


To a Lady, &c. 5 81 | 


Whoſe numerous force that L withſtood 
so long, was not through any hope I coud 
Eſcape their pow r but through deſpair, 
Wich oft makes Courage out of fear. 
- trembling law how you us'd thoſe 
Who tamely e without blows : 


” | Had! you but one of all them ſpar d, 


= might, perhaps, have been enſnar d, 

; And not have thus, e're I did yield, 
Cal d Love's whole Force into the ielt . 5 
Yet now I'm Conquer'd, I will prove 
Faithful as they that never ſtrove, 

All flames 1 in matter, where too faſt 

They do not ſeize, the longer laſt. 

Then blame not mine for moving do, 

: Since all things durable are ſo. 
The Oak that 's for three hundred Years 1 15 


:lign'd, in growing one out- wears. 5 


. Whilſt Flowers for a Szaſon made 


Quickly ſpring up, and quickly fads; 


A 25 


To 


H LORI 8. 


By the fame Author, 


— \Hloris, you live ador'd by all 


And yet on none your Favours fall. 
A ſtranger Miſtreſs ne 'er was known, 

| You pay us all i in Paying none. 

We him of Avarice accuſe, 

Who what he has, does fear to uſe. 

| But what Diſeaſe of Mind ſhall * 
Call this thy hated Penury : pF 

Thou wilt not give out of a ſtore, 


Which no Profuſeneſs can make poor. 


ns Miſers, when Dead, may make amends ; | 


1885 Andi in their Wils enrich their Friends, 7 
8 = Bis 


Mann - $ 
. But when thou Dy'ſt, thy Treaſure dies, 
And thou canſt leave no Legacies, 5 
What Madneſs i is it then to ſpare, 
When we want power to makean Heir ? 
Live Chloris then at the Full rate, 
Of thy great Beauty ; and ſince Fate 
To Love, and Youth, is ſo ſevere, 
; Enjoy * em freely while th art here. 
Some caution yet I'de have thee uſe, 
: When ere thou doſt a Servant chuſe. 
5 We are not al for Lovers fir, 
N 0 more than A rms or Arts: or Wit, 
For Wiſdom ſome reſpected are, 
f some we ſee pow'rful at the Bar ; ; 
Some for preferment waſte their time, 
and the ſteep Hil of Honour climb ; | 
Others of Love their bulineſs make, 5 


2 f In Love their whole Diverſion take. 


: Take one of thoſe, for in one Breaſt 


Two Paſſions live bar ill at reſt: . 3 
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And even, of them, I'd have thee fly 
All that take flame at every Eye. 
Al thoſe that light and faithleſs are, 
All that dare more than think thee fair. 
Take one of Love who nothing ſays, 
And yet whom every word betrays. 
Love in the Cradle pretty ſhews, 
And when't can ſpeak, unruly grows. | 


1 


TAE 


PICTURE 


In Imitation of 


ANACREONS Baruirtus. 
By the Right! Honourable the 


M ARQUIS of Nonnaner. 


Hou Flatterer of all the Fair, 


Come, with all your skill, and care, 
Draw me ſuch a Shape, and Face, 
As your Flatt*ry would diſgrace. i 

Wiſh not that ſhe would appear, 

'Tis well for you ſhe i is not here; . 5 
| Scarce can you with ſafety ſee „„ E 
Al her Charms zeſcrib'd by me, 3 — 


8 Who 


7 
= 
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Who, alas, have found too well; 


What a power does i in them dwell 
1, alas, the danger know, 


I, alas, have felt the Blow; 
| Mourn, as loſt; my former Days, 


That did not ſing of Celia's ptaiſe; 
And thoſe few that! are behind 

1 ſhall bleſs'd or wretched find, 
Da juſt as ſhe i is kind, 


With bot tem pring Eyes begin, 
Eyes that might draw Angels in 
To a ſecond ſweeter ſin. 

Oh, thoſe wanton rowling Eyes! * 


At each glance a Lover dies: 


Make them bright, yet make them villng 1 


Let chem look both kind and killing. 


Next, draw her Forhead, then her N obe 5 


And Lips juſt opening, which diſcloſe 


Tecth 
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T eth ſo white, and Breath ſo ſweet, 
"6 much Beauty, ſo much Wit, 
To our very Soul they ſtrike, 
All our Senſes pleas d alike ; 


But ſo pure a white and red 

Neͤver never can be ſaid; 

What are words in ſuch a caſe? 

What ĩs paint to ſuch a Face? 

How ſhould either Art avail us? 
Fancy here it ſelf will fail us. 


In her Looks, and in her Mien 


Such 2 graceful Air i is ſeen, 


That if you with all your Art 
Can but reach the ſmalleſt part, 
Next to her, the Matchleſ She, ; 
: We ſhall wonder moſt at Thee. 


G N . mo Then i 


— — —̃ — 


Oh how 


Touch it only here and there ; 3 


Tet Pifture. 


Then her Neck, and Breaſts, and Hair, 150 


And her- but my Chaming Fair 
Does in a thouſand things excel, 


Which I muſt not, dare not tell 


How on then Oh, I ſee 
A Love 


Venus drawn by Thee ; 


ir She docs appear * 


Make her yet ſeem more Divine, 
Your Venus then may look like mige, 
Whoſe bright form, if once you ſaw, 


You by her would V "oy draw. 


Coquet Beauty. 


. . the ſame Author. 


| net Wars and Plagues come no uch 
* harms, 5 


As from a Nymph ſo full of Charms, 
So much ſweetneſs in her Face, 


ln her Motions ſuch a Grace. i oo nn Wl 
| In her kind i inviting Eyes VVV 
4 Such a ſoft enchantment lies, | 


That we pleaſe our ſelves too ſoon, 


And are with 1 vain in hopes undone. . 
| 2 


. Coquet Beauty. 


After al her ſofenels, we 
Are but Slaves, while ſhe is free ? ? 
Free, alas, from all deſire, 
Except to ſer the World on fle. 


Thou, fair Diſſembler, doſt but thus 

| Deceive thy ſelf as well as us; 3 

Like Ambitious Monarchs, thou 
Would'ſt rather force Mankind to bow. 7 
And venture 0 er the World to roam, 


Than govern with content at home, 5 
But truſt me, Celia, truſt me when 
apolbs ſelf inſpires my Pen, 


One hour of Love's Delights ourweigle 
Whole Vears of Univerſal Praiſe, 


And one Adorer kindly 1 us d, 
bs of more uſe, than Crowds refus d. 929 


For _ 


Toa (oque Beauty. 91 


For what fins Youth and Beauty ſerve | 2 
Why more chan all your Sex deſerve? 
Why ſuch ſoft alluring Arts Ns 
To charm our Eyes, and melt our Hearts ? 

By our loſs you nothing gain , 
|  Valeſs you love, you pleaſe in vain. 


SONG 


9 2 
u, 


7 = 


8 0 N G. 


By the ſame Author. 


pn all uneaſy Paſſions Free, 


Revenge, Ambifion, Jealouſie, 


5 Contented I had been too bleſt, 
8 If Love and You would let me Reft. 
2 Yet that Dull Life I now Deſpiſe; p 


Safe from your Eyes, 


: Ifear's no Grieß. but, Oh, 1 found r no o Joys, 


Amidſt a thouſand foft Deſires, b 


Which Beauty moves, and Love Inſpires; 3 
4 feel ſuch pangs of Jealous Fear, 


= No heart ſo kind as mine can bear. 

Yet Pl deſie the worſt of harms ; 3 

Such are thoſe Charms, 

'Tis worth a Liſe, to Die within your Arms. 
The 


＋ 


The Parting of Heetor with bs Princeſs 
. and onh Son Aſtyanax, 


when he went upon his laſt Expedition, in 
which be was Slain by Achilles. 


Hy Knightly Cherwood. 


He though « warn nd by an approving 3 
. Cry, 


— That to Troy Walls the Cooqu ring Greek drew 
op nigh ; 5 
| T his Princeſs one ſhort vide pays in halte, 90 

| Some Demon told him this would be his 4%½: 


Her(ſwiftly paſſing through the ſpacious Streets) bw 


He nor at home, nor in the Circle meets, 


Nor 
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94 Hector 5 Farewel to Andecmache 
Nor at * Minerus S, where the Beauteous Train 


Made Prayers and Voms to angr) Powers i in vais · | 


She, half diſtracted with the loud Alarms, 


(The Prince was carry'dj in his Nurſe's Arms) 


: Runs toa Turret, whoſe commanding height 
Preſented all the Battle to her fight, 
Advancing Grecians, and the Troj ans flight. 

Here Hector finds her, with a Lover's Pace 
She ſpeeds, and breathleſs Gaks' in his Embrace; 335 
- The Nurſe came after with her Princely Care, 

As Heſperns freſh, promiſe 135 and far, . 

Hleclor in little, with paternal Joy 

He bleſt in ſilent Smiles the lovely Boy: 
The Princeſs, at his ſiabt compos E again, 
Preſſing his Hand, do 5 genth thus complain . 


WA 7 De areſ Lord, believe 4 careful Wi 


Tos are r 200 ; laviſh of our precious Life. 


_ 2 — — :: «4; ðiU —2 Se — —— — 


The Temple of Minerva, 


Hector 's Farewel to Andromache. 95 
You formoſt into every danger run, | 5 

Of me regardleſs, and your little Son. 

3 Shortly the Greeks, what none can ſingly do, 
Will compaſs, pointing all the War at you. 
| But before that day comes (Heavens) may I boos 
The mour nful Privilege of an early Grave 1 
For I, ef 1 your dear Company bereft, 

Ha: ve 0 Reſerve, 70 ſecond C omfort left. 
My Father, who did i in Cilicia Reign, 5 
By fierce Achilles was in Battle $ lain: 
5 His Arms that Savaze C onqueror 422 not foot), 
| But paid juſt Honours to his Funeral Pile: 
; Wood- Nymphs about his G rave have planted fn nee | 
A rural Monument to a mighty Prince: : 
Seven Brothers, who ſeven Legions did C ommand, 


Had the ſame Fate, from the ſame murdering hind. a 
My Mother too, who their ſad Heir did reign, 


With 4 vf Treaſure wus Redeem 4 in vain ; Zi 
For ſbe ſoon clos 4 her Empire, and ber Breath, 
: Hp W retches * goo! mo . Suaden Death. 


Thas 


| 96 Hector s Farewel to Andromache _ 
Thus Father, Mother, Brethren, all is gone, 
But they ſeem all alive in you alone. 
To gain you, thoſe Endearments I have ſold, 
And like the Parchaſe--- if the Title hold. | 
Have pity then, here i in this T, ower abide, 
And round the Walls and Works your Troops divide. 
But now the Greeks, by both their Generals lea, 
i Ajax, Idomeneus, Diomede "Ie 
NV ith all their moſt experient” 40 lh, and brave, 
Three fierce Attacks pon the Out- works gave; 
Some God their Courage to this pitch did raiſe, 
Or this i 15 one neof Troy s valacky es 


H eflor reply'd, This you have ſaid and mores | 
1 laue re volv ai in 7 erious Thoughts before, 
But 1 not half ſo much thoſe Grecians fear, | 
As Carper-Knights, State Dames, and Flatterers 
here. 

For they, if ever 1 dec inc * Fight, 


Bl ſeal wile Conduft Cowardiſe and Flight ; 7 
Orhers 


Hector Farewel to Andromache. 97 
Others may methods chufe. the moſt e 
My Life no middle C ourſes can endure. 

Org d by my own, and my great Father's Name, 
T1 muſt add ſomething to our ancient Fame. 
Embarqu d iu Ilium's Canſe, I cannot fly, 

Will Conquer with it, or muſt for it die: 
But ſtill ſome boding Genius does portend MY - 
7, 0 ali my Toils an unſucceſsful end, 8 

For hom can Man with heavenly Powers ebe r \ 

The Day advances with the ſ fte pace, 
ich Troy, and all ber Glories, ſpall deface, 

| Ww hich A ſin 8 acred Empire ſhall confound, 

| And theſe e proud Towers lay level with the grouns : 
| But all compar 4 with YOu does ſcarce appear, 

When I pre ſag ave Jour caſe, I learn to fear: 

When you by ſom: proud Cong ror ſat b led 


; A mournful Captive toa Maſter” s Bed. 


N Perhaps ſome hau;hty Dame your bands ſbal doom, a 


1 To Weare Troy's Dow»fal, in 4 Grecian Loom. 
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98 Hector 8 Farewel to Andromache. 


Or lower jet, you may be fore 4 ta bring 


; Water to Argos, from Hiperia's Spring; 75 


And as you meaſure out the tedious a, 


Some one ſhall, pointing to his Neighbour, ſay, 
See to what Fortune Hector Wife is brought, 


That famous General, that for Ilium fought. 


This will revew your Sorrows without end, 


The Child clung, cry ing, to his N ur ſe's Breaſt, 
Scar'd at the burniſh'd Arms, and threat — ; 


Depriv d in »ſuch « Day, of / ach a Friend. 


But this is Fancy, or before it 1 
Lom in the Duſt will with my hwy lie. 


Then to his Infant he his Arms addreſt, 


Creſt. 


This made them ſmile „ whillt Hell doth —— 


- unbrace 


| His ſhining Helmet, and 1 diſclogd his Face : 
Then dancing the Pleas d Infant i in the Air, 


Kiſs'd him and to the Gods conceiv'd this Pray r: 


Jove, 


Hector * to Andromache. 99 


Jove, and you Heavenly Powers, whoever hear 
| Heftor”s Requeſt with a Propitions Ear, 

Grant, this my Child in Honour and Renown 
May equal me, mear, and deſerve the Crown 

And when ff om ſome great Action he ſhall come 
Laden with Hoſtile Spoils in Triumph home, 
May Trojans ſay, Hector great things bath _ 5 
Bat is 7. urpaſs d by his Illuftrious Son. 
This will rejoyce his tender Mother's Heart, 
And ſenſef Joy to my pale Ghoſt impart. | | 


Then in the Mother sArms he puts the Child, be 
With troubl d Joy, in flowing 7 ears ſhe ſmil d. 
Beauty and Grief ſhew'd all their Pomp and = 
Pride, DE 
Whilſt thoſe oft Paſſions did her Looks divide. 
This Scene even Hettor' s Courage melted down, 


But ſoon recovering 5 with a Lover s Irown: 


10 Hector Farewel to Andromache. 


Madam ( lays he) theſe Fancies put away, 
I cannot Di: lefore my fatal Day. 
- Heaven, when we fi I. take in our vital Breath, 
Decrees the way, and moment of our Death. 
*. omen ſboula fill their Heads with Womens Cares, 
And leave to Men (unqueſtion' d ) Mens affeirs. 
A Truncheon ſi utes not with a Ladies Hand, 


8 Mar is my Province that in chief C ommand. 


The Beauteous Princeſs fi ently withdrew, 3 
Turns oft, and with ſad, wiſhing Eyes, does 
her Lord's Steps purſue, 


——_ Penſive to her Apartment ſhe returns, 


: And with Prophetic” Tears approcching B Evils 
; mourns. 
Then tells all to her Maids, office they 
: His Funeral Rites to living Heclor pay, 
LO Whilſt forth he ruſhes through the * Scaun Gate, 2 


Does his own part, and en the reſt to Fate. 


- hs 


ON : 


ON A 


= Who Writ in the Praile of 
SATYI 
> = oy ta } of Rocheſter. 


8 T. vex and torture thy unmeaning 2 
In Satyr 8 praiſe, to a low untun'd ſtrain, 


; In thee, was moſt i impertiaent and vain. 


When i in thy Perſon « we more a ſee, ; 


That Satyr s of Divine Authority; * 


For God made one on Man, when he made 8 
thee: 


* 1 


102 On a Poet whoWrit 

In whom are all thoſe Contradictions joyn'd ; 
That make a Fop prodigious, and refin'd ; 
A Lump deform'd and ſhapeleſs, wer't thou born, 
Begot in Love's deſpight, and Nature's ſcorn, 


And art grown up the moſt ungainly Wight, 


Harſh to the Ear, and hideous to the Sight - bs 
Yet Love's thy Buſineſs, Beauty thy Delight. 


C.urſe on that filly hour that firſt inſpir d 


N Thy Longing to Admire, and be Admi: d, 
To paint thy Grizly Face, to Dance, to Dreb, 5 
And all thoſe awkard Motions that expreſs 


Thy Loarhſome Love, and Filthy Daintineſs: 


I = Who nceds will bean Ugly Beau, Garſoon, 


Spit at, and ſcorn'd by everytGirl i in Town ; 


: Where dreadfully Love's Scare- crow thou art 
5 placd 


5 Tofright the tender lock, aho long to taſte: 


For none ſo Lewd and silly yet have prov d, 


Where thou mad 1 Love, x endure to > be Be- 
loyd. 


Twere | 


in Praiſe of Satyr. 103 
Twere Counſel loft, or elſe I would adviſe: ; 
But thy half Wit wi ne'er let thee be wiſe : 
Half Witty, and half Mad, and ſcarce half 
Brave, f 
Half Honeſt, which is very mach a Knave, 
Made up of all thoſe Halves, thou canſt not 
n 5 a . 
: For any y thing intrely but an Aſs. 


FAREWEL | 
T O 


Ne more Love's mighty Charms are 
b, 55 broke, - - 


„ strength and Cunning I defie: 

5 Once more I have thrown off his Yoke, 
And ama Man, and do deſpiſe the Boy. 
5 Thanks to her Pride, and her Diſdain, 
And all the Follies of aſcornful Mind: 
1 had ner poſſeſt my Heart again, | 


If Fair Miranda had been kind. 


Welcome 


A Farewel to Love. 105 
Welcome, Fond Wanderer, as Eaſe 
And Plenty to a Wretch i in pain, 
That worn with Want and a Diſeaſe, 
Enjoys his Health, and all his Friends again. 
Let others waſte their Time and Youth, 
Watch and look pale, to gain a peeviſh Maid 
And learn too late this dear-bought Truth, 
At length they're ſure to be betray d. 


* 


106 


H a Perſon of HONOUR | - 
FO Phillis, your prevailing Charms 


5 That kind defence againſt all Powers, | 


Have forc'd me from my Celia's Arms, 


But thoſe reſiſtlels Eyes of yours: 
2 Think not your Conqueſt to maintain, 
1 By Rigour and unjuſt Diſdain. 2 
Ia vain, fair N ymph, in vain you ſtrive, 
For Love does ſeldom Hope ſurvive. 
| 3 M y Heart may Languiſh for a time, 
—_ --- Whilſt all your Glories in their prime, 
. Can juſtific ſuch Cruelty, | 
| By the ſame force that Conquer'd me. 
When Age ſhall come, at whoſe command 38 
- Thoſe Troops of Beauties muſt disband; „ 


A Tyrants ſtrength. once took away, Ks 
: What Slave ſo dull as to Obey ? 1 8 N: 
EPILOGUE * * 


EPILOGUE 


ka Mm in Ry Humour, - 


By the Jane 4 Author. 


Ntreaty ſhall not ſerve, 5 nor Violence, 
x by make me ſpeak i in ſuch a Play 8 defence: . 
A Play, where Wit and Humour do agree 5 

To break all praQtid Laws of Comedy: 
The Scene (what more abſurd) i in England lies, 
8 N 0 Gods deſcend, nor dancing Devils riſe ; 3 
No 0 Captive Prince, from nameleſs Countrey 


brought, 


A 


No Battel, nay, iberes not a Duel fought. 
— And 


108 EPILOGUE, Cc. 
And ſomething yet more ſharply might be 140. 


But I conſider the poor Author's Dead : 
Let that be his Excuſe: Now for our own, 
Why Faith, in my Opinion, we need none. 


The parts were fitted well; but ſome will lay, 


i Pox on 'em Rogues, What made em chuſe this Play? 


= do not doubt but you will credit me, 
It was not Choice, but meer N eceſſity. 


To all our writing Friends, i in Town, we ſent s 


5 But not a Wit qurſt venture out in Lert. 


3 Have patience but till Eafter- Term, and then 


Lou ſhall have Jigg and Hoby- .horſe again. 
Here's Mr. Matthew, our Domeſtick Wit, 


Does promiſe one of the ten Plays hi as writ : 


But ſince great Bribes weigh nothing with the 


Juſt, 


Know, we have Merits, and in 1 them \ we cruſt; = 


When any Falts, or Holy: days, defer | 
_ The publick Labours of the Theatre. 


EPIL 0 G UE, &c, 109 

We ride not forth, although the Day be fair, 
On Ambling Tit, to take the Suburb - air. 
But with our Authors meet, and ſpend that 
time 5 
To make up Quarrels between Senſe and Rhime. 
Wedneſdays and Fridays, conſtantly we ſate, 

Till after many a long and free debate, 88 
For divers weighty Reaſons, * ewas thought fir, 
. Varuly Senſe-ſhou'd (ill to Rhime ſubmit. 
| This the moſt wholſome Law we ever made, 
80 fifty in this Epilogue obey d: 


: Sure, no Man here will ever Shs to break. 


| | Enter ] obnfon 5 c. 


| Hold, and give way, forT my Cal will ſpeak, 
Can you encourage ſo much Inſolence, = 
And add new faults ſtill t to the great Offence 
| Your Anceſtors ſo raſhly did commit 
Againſt the mighty Powers of Art and Wi it ? 


When 


— ꝗũ ñ—— 4 


110 EPILOGUE, ec. 


When they condemn'd thoſe noble works of 


mine 
Sejanus, and my beſt- lov'd c at aline: 


85 Repent, or on your guilty Heads ſhall fall 
The Curſe of many a Rhiming Paſtoral : 
Ĩ he three bold Beanchamps ſhall revive again, 
And with the London - Prentice conquer Spain. 
All the dull Follies of the former Age 
Shall riſe and find applauſe upon this Stage. 
But if you pay the great Arrears of Praiſe, 
| So long ſince due to my much injur'd Plays 
From all paſt Crimes! firſt will ſer you free, 
85 And then inſpire ſome one to write like me. 


AN 


111 


0 D E. 


Imitation ol 7 1 N D A R, 


"P E A 


T * 


of the Right Honourable 
17 Ho MAS Farl of 0 $ SORT. 


By Knightly Cherwood. 


7 Hat rains at facred piſe 5 % : 1 
"The Swan that often ſung with tuneful 1 | | 
1 (breath IFpÞ 
To his inchanting Lyre, did ſing 5 4 4 
m— Of God, of Hero, or of Heaven-born King, | 
With Veiſes cheaply purchas'd, tho by death: 


1 ER | Ou the Death of the 

Or rather (ſince to a pious Hero we, . 
Juſt, tho late Obligations bring) — 
What Tears the Muſes Prophet Royal ned 
On Saul's anointed Head, 

And thought = Crown poor recompence for a 
* (Friend; 
When by a Power miraculous he 155 
< The Power of Faith and Poetry) | 
| Upon the Clouds an Interdict did lay, 125 
And bid Mount Gilboa 


_ 


_ To rear his naked Back parch'd to the angry Sky: 


Such Numbers Prieſteſſes of Fame inſpire, 
Such Offory does deſerve, and Ormond ſuch - 


( deſire; | 


Such Flanders bloody Plains, and lens and Bris. 
(is Seas require, . 
And ye Poertick Candidates of Fame, . 

If you would build Aa laſting Name, . 
1 his Subject chuſe; as the darf Mom 
of the old Prophets Vital Tomb 


Could = 


Earl of Oſſory. I 1} 

Could Life reſtore, ſo Ofſory's, Life can give, 
And by his Genins many an Age even this dead 
(Verſe ſhall liver 


Then tell, ye Heavenly Siſters, ye can tell, 
(For we below _ : 
In the dark Vale of Hearſ. ay duell, 
And nothing know) | 


; Tell when great Offorf J alegs's Shade 
Through Heavens Arch his Triumphant Fairy 


How noble Brutus ancient Race oh made 
(To ſhew peculiar Worth peculiar Grace) 
Roſe up and offer'd the firſt place. 
Tel how the fainted Hero (whom 
The pious Tales of Fabulous Rome 
Greater to make, have almoſt nothing male) 

| Embrac d his Succeſſor ; and ſwear 
None worthier did his Myftick af 5 wear. 

1 5 Tell 


114 On the Death of the 


Tell how the Nymphs that with ſoft ſilver oars 
Ply round th Ebude's, and cold Mona's ſhores 


0 Seas Oracle, the Mouth of Thames, 


The noble S hanon's, or ſhort Liffy's ſtreams, 
Their Guardian did lament, and tear 
Their ſea-green Hair, 
This ſecond grief to great Pan s death th afflicted 
| 9 « * did hear. 
8 Bid ſad Tur erna raiſe a Monument 


. As Teneriff high, wide as her Iſles extent. 


Bid her be ſure her Title prove, 


Left her pretence as fabulous ſeem as lying 


C rete S to Jove. 


1 


Nature with her Commiſſion brisk and g gay, ns = 
When the Leſt Earth ſaluted new. born Dey, * 
And the W, orld's Eye, the youthful Sun, 
vue with il Sights the race did1 run, 


__ rofuſe 


Earl of Offory. 343; 

Profuſe, i in Birds and Flowers her art did ſhow 

She painted then the gawdy Bow : 

But moſt in Man, (whom we her AbſtraQt call, 
She of the precions fuff was prodigal : 

Her Kings but few removes from Jove, her 

3 (Princes Fleroes all. 
But now (ſo ſparingly that ſeed is ſown, 
The ſoyl ſpent, or ſhe covetous grown, 

Or Vice hath ſpoil'd the Strain, or Fate 

- Hath given the World for deſperate) 

sl. hath ſhrunk the ſbort dimenſions of a Man! 

And to an Inch reduc” d our Span, | 

A Number, an inglorious Rout, 

| Faint Shadows of our Anceſtors, alas! we talk 

* by ſome mighty effort ſhe (about! * 

= ' Produce at laſt one Ofſory. 

7 (Like Stars which i in our Hemiſphere 1 

be Gaz'd at, half known, ſtrait diſappear) | 

T 80 late he enters, ſo ſoon quits the Stage, (Age. 


He leaves a Nation deſolate, and quite andoes the 
4 IV. 


116 On the Death of the 
Iv. 


Early young Offory enter d Vertues race, 
Swifily began, yet ſill encreas'd his pace; 
And when no other Rival he could find, 
| Strove with himſelf, and left himſelf behind. 


N In earlieſt youth tꝰ his Prince he went 


Into a noble Baniſhment, 

T he Country then of all was excellent. 85 
„ ſure the Stars and Fortune have 
Small I nfluence on the Vertuous and the brave ; 


Ev'n Poiſon turns to wholeſome meat, ; 
By Vertues ſtrong digeſtive heat. 


The more with Hercules Stepdame Juno trove, ” 
The more ſhe prov'd the mighty Seed of Jove. 
The Policy of * Tiber and the * Arne, 


The Courtſhip 0 of the 76 Seine and the t/ Marne * 


3 Hall Rivers. 
I French Rivers. 


What 


„ 
What ſolid ſerious the ſage * Hebre hath, 
And Germany of ancient Faith, 
With Britiſh Gallantry conjoyn'd, 
Did in the Chymic Furnace of his Mind 
A high Elixir make, than each more > precious and 
 refin'd. 


v. 


As when that 3 chaos, Winter, flies, 
Wuilſt the ſoft Pleiades do mount the skies, 
And Philomel to Weſtern Gales does ſing 
The Advent of the Heaven born spring, 
Such Joy beſt Charles did to his Subjetts 
bring, 
T hen many a Hero whom no o forms could 


| ſhake, 
Who from his 2 did. new | Courage 


take, 


* Spaniſh, = . . 


118 On the Death of the 
; Diſſals d in the loft Lap of Pleaſure lay, 
As Ice, the Winter's Cbild, 1n Summer” 8 day 
1 by the amorous Sunbeams kiſs d away. 
But not ſo Ofſory, chriftalliz'd his Mind 


Fortune adverſe di brave, diſdain d her kind. 
Not Amoret to the Alcove, 


| Oc Park, the crſcious Mart of Love, 
Not ſo . 4 Prince Levee with firſt light, 
Haſts an aſpiriog Favourite, 


As you where honourable danger lay, . 
And to the Temple of high Fame did mark the _ 
craggy way. 


VI. 


Co, thy winged Charice, quickly Muſe, 


Prepare * 


10, a vaſt Fleet conſumes the Eaftern Air; . 


Embarque th? Ship where 10 goes, 
F 0 check the Parricidal Fo de:: 


„ 


far of Oſſory. — 395 
Not as the Grave Venetian takes his way, 
With many a Barge, and many a Gondola; 
Whilſt painted Bucentore in ſtate does move, 
And to the Aariatick Maid makes Love. 
As Jove he comes to th Theban Dame, 
Dreadfully gay with light nings pointed flame: . 
| Vahappy they whoto his Embraces came: | 
One would have thought t ave heard his Ca- 
(aon roar, 
5 Etna were torn from the Trinacrian Shore 5 
And freed 7 leu anew War did move 
| Againſt the upper and the nether Jove. 8 
a The Nereids trembled i in their watry Bed, 
In the Illes roots they hid their Head, 
And + like the Hollanders ) agaſt from t. Cir 
| (own Guardian A: d, 


But narrow is one Element, 
| Compared: to 4 well Nr d Souls extent ; 
. c Nao 
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n On the Death of the 
N arrow the ſtarry Firmament. 
Fate brings (to keep the balance of the : Age) 
With Monſters equal Heroes on the Stage. 
The Meſßern Sultan powerful grows, 
A Torrent. all things overflow s; (ſhows, 
| But Mons in bloody Characters his fatal limits 
You check'd the Monarch ; in his fall Career, 
Fierce Luxemb: rg wondred and lend o 
Alas! he knew not Offory was there. (fear; 3 
| Sad the ripe Harveſt of his Fame he yields, 
f The Harveſt of ſo many bloody Fields. 


. To merit ſuch a Conqueror long he grew 


1 And gather 0 Laurels to be worn by on; 


Curling juſt Heaven, dropping with bloody 


(Swear 
The fad remains Wit ithdraws of his Defeat, 


Eg And more chan al kis 4 iories he values this 


| (Retreat, — 


vine 


Earl of Oſſory. 
VIII. 


Great Excellence oft proves dangerous to the 
A Comet Vertue when hung out by Fate (State, 
To it ſelf and others ruin does create. = 

But ſilent he, yet ative as the Day, 

Born to command, and willing to obey. 

Nature to him che happy temper gave, 
- Alt kind he was as preſp rous Love, Fa 
Gentle as Ve; ents gentleſt Dove, 

4 a fight beyond a fancied Hero brave.” 
Thou Virgin Mother-Charch , which now doſt 

The ſwelling Surges of a double Tide, (ride 
Safe only becauſe daſh'd on either dae, . 

O what a Friend now in thy day 
Z Hath Fate 1 in Ofpory ſnatch d away | 
A nd ye who holy Friendſhip do EY 
His equal you will never ſee, before ; : a 
42 You Offery ſhall i in Heaven rejoyn, ne'er to be 


(parted more. 
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1 On the Death of the e 


\ "IN 
Accurſed Fever, Deaths * ſharp: poiſoned Dart, | 
Accurſed Fruit, accurſed Earth, 
Which to the fatal Tree gave birth; 


2 What Mine of ſtrange confuſion have you hd 
- In the moſt regular Breaſt that e er was made! 
: Thoſe Eyes, from which ſwift Lightning once 8 


(did part, 


0 


5 To melt the temper d Steel, or harder Heart, 


Like waſting Meteors now portend (end. 


With Blood ſhot Beams his o- -n en, : 
| The Seat where Honours Records lay, : 


Wh: re was deſign' d the Fall of Africa, (they, 
(Scarce Heavens Decrees more firmly ſet than 


: Like Parchments i in che Fire now forunk away. 3 


— 


a 


* Febris acut a, virule nta. 


Thoſe 


Earl of Offory. e 
Thoſe * Purple Waves, which like the Nile 
From his undiſcover 4 Head 
Healch and freſh Honours on its Soil did ſhed, 
And bid all Egypt ſmile; = = 
Now with aſavean waves ſcort h all choir 1 way, 
E And to the f King oth little World a Mortal | 


oy 


DE pay. 
Injuſtly a we accuſe the Sovereign Law, 8 
; Which all things to their proper place does 


Ful ripe for Heaven he ſpurn'd the Earth, 
=; The monumental ſeat of miſcall'd Birth. 


No Art, no Violence, can controul 
5 (Though on it Offa you, and Pelion roul). 


- "If aſcending motion of a Heaven. born Soul. 


His Fever like Elias fiery 0 arr, 


3 (Whilſt the ſad Prophets mourn him from afar) "— 
b Kindled his Funeral Pile into a Ser. 


| His Boe, 5 „ Heart. . 


1 24 On the Death of the, &c. 
Others may praiſe the Feats of mortal breath, 
But I the opportunity of Death, 

: He ſaw not popular Fury threat the Stage, 
N or Epidemick Madneſs ſeize the Age. 

He liv A not till his Wreaths did grow 
Witherdand pale upon his Brow, 

As Pompey and great Scipio. | 

5 Few „ Heavens choice favourites „ the privi. ; | 
(edge have, 
To bring their Fame untainted to their Grave. : 
Who the wild Paſſions knows of human kind, 
Fortune and falſe Mortality 
This truth will find, 

When wanted moſt and beſt 2 tis bu 


. 


5 — e (then! to de: 5 


3 


125 
uU P 0 N T H E. 
of his G R A C E the ue 5 
Duke of ORMOND, 
Anno 1007. 
* 1 Jane Abe - 


idee Diſcord, Fury of thi Ile, . 

1 R 4 little Truce, eraſe Jour harſh Notes 4 

f JF while! 

| Honour, Religion, Virtue, Learning, ” RES 
Demand oar Fiars at their Great fatto, fa. 


146 | On the Death of the 


Whilf ſight C ourt-Mexeors ſoon advancing 
high, | 
 Sho-t.lin/d too long, once ee ſeen neglected the ; 5 


At Eighty Tears Ormond's Propitions Licht LY” 


| Seems im maturely raviſhd from our ſight. 
Some Proſperous Star torn from his Native 5 phere, 
od ouldcanſe _ N. onder and C onfuſt ion there. 


= be Vi irtues of four Reigns he kept: intire 
5 Fin'd from the Drofs, as Gold by C hymick fre. 
Exalted Vi irtues, hb here want a Name, 
Too weighty for the labouring Wings of Fame | 1 
/ Ancient Honour, Loyalty, and Truth, „ 


Tube Nobleſt Standard for our wand'ring Tout h. ; 


3 whilſt thePatriarch 1iv/d,who paſs'd the Blood, 


. The Jewiſh State by Ancient Maxims flood ;, : 
Put He once gone, the Baſe, Degenerate Are, 4 
| Sn 7 its old 4poſtaſie, « and Rage. | 


Some 


Late Duke of Ormond. 17 


Sone have in Courts, others in Camps leen 


* 


great, 
Is Buſineſs ſome, ** in 4 Wiſ: Retreat, . 
Ormond is all, bis vaſt Imperious Mind 
ExcelPdi in each, as if to one confin'd: 
All times of Life, all Stations he could grace, 
--Thediſtant Poles of goodneſs did embrace, ; 


— — — all the glorious 3 | 


Thro ſeveral Climes be 4 bright c ourſe did run. 
Kind, as the enliv' ning Progreſs of the Sun. 
= Warn'd by his Beams, even ſad Hibernia's «Ihe © 


5 Look'd up, and chear d her Viſage with 4 Smile ; 1 1 


Mov a Britain's Emvy, but, her Patron dead, 
| Deep i in his F ens, her Genius fn 11 his Head. 
Oxford, which, daring thi Apollo? s Reign, 
Rival a your Siſter, and improv 4 * Vein, 
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© © On the Death of, &c. 
If you juſt Tribute to his Hearſe deny, 
7 ur Swans fall Speechleſs, and your Streams be 
ary, 
Some grateful Voice bis Glorious Life Pull 2 ings. 
More above Subjefts, than beneath a _ Me 


To His Grace the preſent D ur K b. 


— His FEE gone, what Har do's remain, 4 
TY The ponderous Aut. 4 Honours to of Tl 
ſtain? | 

'Tis You, Great Sir, his ; Rights, bis Vertues | 


too, 


: (The bef Succeſſ ion ! 9 are devolo 4 on You. 


Tour mt 


To the preſent Duke ff Ormond,” 1 19 
"7 Mind, well ball 25d; bears the * popernl 


| Gales, 

They cannot over-ſet, ſcarce Gill jour „ alls. 
Muat 4 fair, ſteddy C ourſe you ſteer along 
Turo Scylla*s Barkings, aud falſe Syrens Song | 
$ Tor Friendſhip not debas 'd by 7. reacherous Art, 

Your Actions ſpeak the Language of your Heart. 
Fortune deſpairs, or Flattering, or Unkind, 
To daunt your Courage, « or corrupt Jour Mind. 


Some plac 4 in fooliſh pride, s new tottering Seat, : 


Gro leſs from little, labouring 70 look Great: 
Sach do not riſe, but weigh great Titles down, 
Their Miſplac d Coronets but eclipſe the Crowns 
mull your digeſted Honour eaſie lies, 

Cc ame 474 Debt, not taken b Surpfize. 


Thus Torrents, Creatures 7 the Wiater Shy, 
0% 1 wil burtfal, in the heatsg grow dry: 


K 


Bt 
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= 30 Jo the preſent Duke of n 4 
Bar Sacred Nile warm d by the Riſing Su,, 
With him « ; thouſand —_ from his high Sour 

dos run; . „ 
With 4 rich Deluge al the Plains do's bleſs: : 
Egypt were ruin'd, if his Streams were leſs. 


The Earl of RO CHESTER” 
Anſwer, to 4 Paper of Verſes, ſent 
him by L. B. Felton, and taken out . 
the Tranſlation * Ovid's ns 
1080. _ 


J Hat ſtrange Surprize to mieet ſuch 
Words as the 7 DD, 


5 Such Terms of Horror were ne er choſe to 


pleaſe: : 
wy meet, midſt Pleaſures of a Jovial N ight, 
Words that can only give amaze and ne | 


No gcntle thought that does to Love i invite. 1 
Were it not better for your Arms t' employ, 5 
Graſping a Loveri in purſuir of Joy, 


1 Feu 


132 De E. of Rocheſter's Anſwer, &c. 


Than * Sword, and Pen, Weapons 
- unkt: 


Your Sex gains Conqueſt, by their Charms and 
Wir. 


Of Writers ſlain 1 could with pleaſure hear, 
Approve of Fights, 0 er · joy d to cauſe a Tear; : 
So ſlain, I mean, that ſhe ſhould ſoon revive, 
Pleas d in my Arms to find her {elf Alive. 


— 


TO 


10 A 


Very Voung L A D Y. 
By Sir George Echerege. 


ol Weeteſt Bud of : Beauty, 21 
2 0 No untimely Froſt decay 


Thi early glories which we trace, 
' Blooming in thy matchleſs Face; 35 
But kindly opening, like the Roſe, 
Freſh Beauties every day diſcloſe, 
- Such as by Nature are not ſhown | 
| In all the Bloſſoms ſhe has blowa ? 2 
And then what conqueſt ſhall you make, 
5 Who Hearts already daily take; 
Scorcht in the Morning with thy beams, 
” How ſhall we bear thoſe ſad extreams 
| Which muſt attend thy threatoing Eyes, 
N thou ſhal to thy Noon ariſe. 


. 


THE 


Forſaken Miſtreſs. 


HS the ſame Author. 
D I A L 0 8 u . 


: E L Lt me, — Strephon, "I 


Tou from my Embraces fly; ; 
| pos my Love thy Love deſtroy ? 1 
| 5 me, I will yet | be coy. 


Stay, thy, and will frign - 
(Though I break my Heart) diſdain ; = | 
E  ButieſtÞ too unkind appear, 

For ey ry Frown Tu ſhed a Tear. 0 


Ly 


And if i in vain, I court thy Love, 
Let mine, at leaſt thy pity move: 
Ah while ! ſcorn, vouchſafe to wooe, 
Methinks you may diſemble too. 


. Ah Phillis, that you wou d contrive 
A way to keep my Love alive, 

: But all your other Charms muſt fail, 

When Kindneſs ceaſes to prevail. 

Alas! No leſs than you, 1 grieve, 


* My dying flame has no reprieve, 


* 


For I can never hope to find, 
; Shou'd all the N ymphs, I Court b be kind, 
One Beauty able to renew . 
Thoſe Pleaſures I enjoy in you, 

| When Love and Youth did both conſpire 
To fill our Breaſts and Veins with fire. 


„%% ors, 
K 4 8 


ne Foſuken life. 135 
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'Tis true, ſome other Nymph may gain 
＋ hat Heart which merits your Diſdaio, 
But ſecond Loye has Rill allay, 


The Joys grow aged, and decay. 


Then blame me not for loſing more 
Than Love and Beauty can reſtore : Z 
And let this truth thy « comfort prove, 8 
Ion. d, but c can no longer Love. 


THE 


| 
{ 


THE 


DIVIDED HEART 


By the ſame Author, 


+ 11-3 H! 1 Celia, that I were but 4 9 N 
A Thy Love, like mine,cou'd (till endure ; "8 
That Time and Abſence, which deſtroy | 

, The Cares of. Lovers, and their Joy, 
Cou' d never rob me of that part 
Which you have giv” n me of pwnd Heart ; J 
Others unenvy'd might poſſeſs al 
: Whole Hearts, and boaſt that Happineſs, 
'Twas N obler Fortune to divide 
1 5 The Roman Empire in her Pride, | 
Than on ſome low and barb'r rous Throne, 
| Obſcyrely plac'd to rule Lone. SA 
- Love 


1 3 8 The Divided Fear 


Love only from thy Heart exacts 
The ſeveral Debts thy Face contracts, 
And by that new and juſter way, 


| Secures thy Empire and his way ; 3 


Fay? ring but one he might compel. 
The — Lover to rebel 


But ſhou' d he other Hearts chus ſhare, | 
That in the whole ſo worthleſsare, == k 
= Shou'd i into ſeveral Squadrons draw I-97 
_ That ſtrength, which kept entire cou d awe, 
Men would his ſcatter d Powers deride, | 
And conqu' ring Him thoſe ſpoils divide. 


To. 


1 


= 9 ae by ——_—cT tee 
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: 7 M. 7. N. on bis Tranſlations e out „ 


French and Italian. 


By the ſame Author. 


"Hile others Toil, | our 6 to fupply 3 


Y With what we need only for Luxury „ d 
5 * and Silk, in the rich Eaſt provide, 


To glut our Avarice, and feed our Pride. 
You Foreign Learning proſperoully tranſmit, 
To raiſe our Virtue, and provoke our Wit. TY 
Such brave Deſigns your Gen'rous Soul inflame 
To be a bold Adventurer for Fame; 


| How much oblig'd are Tealy and France, FF 
While with your Voice their Muſick vo 
advance? 


Your growing Fame wich Envy can oppoſe, | i 1 
Who 0 lag with no o less Art than they Compoſe ; — 


: For V ou fo higho our e raiſe, 


140 To Mf. J. N. on his Tranſlations 
In theſe Attempts, ſo few have had ſuccceſs, 
Their Beauties ſuffer in our Engliſh Dreſs : 

By Artleſs Hands, ſpoil'd of their Native Ayr, 
They ſeldom paſs from moderately fair: 
As il you meant theſe Injuries to Atone, 


You give chem Charms more Conqu' ring than 


their own. 


Not like the dull laborious Flatterer, 4 
With ſecret Art thoſe Graces you confer. | 


- Theskilful Painters, with ſlight ftroaks i impart, = 
, That Cabtil Beauty which affects the Heart. 

5 There are, who publickly profeſs they hate 
Tranſlations, and yet all they Write, Tranſlate: : 
80 proud, they ſcorn to drive a Lawſul Trade, 
- Ia by their Wants, are ſhameleſs Pirates made : 
1 Theſe you incenſe, while you their Thefts reveal, 
Or elſe prevent in what they meant to ſteal 


From all beſides; ; you are ſecure of praiſe, VR 


$5, 


out o/ Fernch and Italian. 141 
A gen'ral Diſcontent we ſhall declare, 
If ſuch a Workman only ſhould repair. 
Youto the Dead, your Piety have ſhewn, | 
Adorn d their Monuments, now build your own: 
Drawn in the Eaſt, we in your Lines may trace 
That Genius which of old inſpir'd the place: 
The baniſh'd Moſes back to Greece you bring, 
Where their beſt Airs you ſo Divinely ſing ; þ 
The World muſt own they are by you reſtor'd 
To ſacred ſhades, where they were firſt Ader d. 


Voitures 
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Voitures Urania 
By the [ome Author, | 
FOpeleſ I languiſh out my Days, 


Struck with Vrania's Conqu' ring Eyes: 4 


The Wretch at whom ſhe darts theſe rays, | 
- Mut = the Wound untill he qies. 


Oe Though cndle be her Coker, 
” Calling her Beauties to my Mind, 

I dow beneath her Tyranny, | - 
- And dare not murmur r ſhe 5 unkind. 


Heal this tameneſs does upbraid, 
= Proffcing g to arm in my defence; 5 
But when call her to my aid, 


She's more a Traytor than my nfs 
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d. 


's Urani, 


ture 8 


DS 
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No ſooner I the War declare, 
But ſtrait her ſuccour ſhe denies, 


Forces with the Fa 


ir, 


joyning 


And 
_ Confirms the Congueſt of her Eyes. 


a 7 | a 
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* 


Py the oe Author. 


: — Nymph that undoes me, is fai and 


Unkind, 


5 No leſs than aWondet by Nature defi ign d; 
She's the Grief of my Foun: the ** ol my 


Eye, 


3 of a Flame that never can die. 


/ 


Her Mouth, from whence Wit Ril obliging PO 
'ty flows, | al : S 


: Has the Beautiful bluſh, and the Smell of the 


Rok 3 
7 | 


Love 


= To SVL VIA. 145 
Love and Deſt iny both attend on her Will, 

| She wounds with a Look, with a Frown ſhe 

- can kill. 

The Deſperate Ling can hope no irt 5 

Fo Where Beauty and Rigour are both in exceſs 3 


In Sylvia they meet, ſo unhappy am 73 
Who ſees her muſt Love. and who Loves her | 
muſt die. 


CCC — - * 
wy 


2 E L I A 


A Sir ne Sedley. 


VL | 
81 in thoſe Nations where they yet adore 


Marble and Cedar, and their aid implore, 
'T is not the Workman, nor the precious Wood x: 


But *ris the Worſhipper that makes the god: 

= So, cruel Fair, tho Heaven has g1ven thee all | 

We Mortals (Virtue, or can Beauty call, 
Tis we that give the Thunder to your Frowns, = 
Darts to your Eyes, and to our ſelves the Wounds. 
Without our Love, which proudly you deride, 
Vain were yourBeauty,and more vain your Pride, N 

All envyd Beings that the World can ſhew, 
| Still to ſome meaner thing g their greatneſs owe. 


Subjects 3 


To C E LI A 147 
Subjects make Kings, and we > (the numerous 
| Train 


Of Humble Lovers) Conſtitute th thy Reign. 
This difference only Beauties Realm may boaſt, 
where moſt it favours, it enſlaves the moſt, 
And they to whom it is indulgent found; 
Are ever in the rudeſt Fetters bound. 

What Tyrant! yet, but thee, was ever known 
Cruel to thoſe that ſerv'd to make him one 4 
Valour J a Vice, if not with Honour joyn 'd, 
And beauty a Diſeaſe, when tis not t kind 


THE 


| SUBMISSION: | 


By the Jane Author. 


N A H pardon, Madam, if I ever thought 


Your ſmalleſt Favours could too dear be . 
bought; 


And the juſt greatneſs of your Servants Flame 5 
I did the poorneſs of their Spirits Name; 5 
Calling their due attendance, Slavery, 
Your power of Life and Death, flat Tyranny; ; 
Since now I yield, and do confeſs, there i is 8 
No way too hard that leads to ſuch a blis. 


| 80 when Hippomanes beheld the Race, 
- Where Loſs was Death, and Conqueſt but * 
Face, : 


5 IE not the ſmalleſt Trophy of f your — 


He ſtood amazed at the fatal ſtrife, 
Wond' ring that Love ſhould dearer be than Life 


But when he ſaw the Prize, no longer ſaid, 
But through _ very dangers ſought the Maid, 


And won her too: O may his Conqueſt prove 


A happy Omen to my purer Love; 

Which, if the honour of all Victory 

Tathe reliſtance of the Vanquiſht lie, 
Though, it may be, the leaſt regarded prize, 


The Submiſon. 149 


By By the fore Author. 


1 * kar not, My Deer, a Flame can never die, 5 

That is once kindled by ſo bright an Eye. 
Look on thy ſelf, and meaſure thence my Love, 
Think what a Paſſion ſuch a Form muſt move ; 1 

For though thy Beauty firſt allur'd my Sight, 
Yet now I look on it but as the Light 


Po That led me to the Treaſury of thy Mind, 


Whole inward Virtue in that Feature mind. 
| That knot (be confident) will ever laſt, 
Which Fancy ty d, and Reaſon has made fat; 
80 faſt, that time (although it may diſarm = 
I by Lovely Face) my Faith can never harm; 


* "And 


Conſtancy. 154 
And A ge, deluded when it comes, will end 
My Love remov'd, and to thy Soul aſſig gnd. 
| The Paſſion I have now, ſhall ne'er grow EY 
No, though thy own Fair Self ſhould i it opprefs 
I cou'd e'en hazard my Eternity, 
Love but again, and "twill a Heaven be, 
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3 TH E 50 E- 
S the ts jane Autor. 


ww Fair Urania, to your ſora, 


I now am free as | was born; * 


Ol al the Pain that I endur d, 


55 By 8 late Coldneſs, I am Cur. 


Ia lo ag me, proud N pb, you loſe 
- The Humbleſt Slave your Beauty knows 1 
In loſing you, I but throw down 
A Cruel Tyrant from h her Throne . 


The Indifference. 


I muſt confeſs, 1 neer could find 5 | | 
Your equal, or in Shape, or Mind. ol 
 Yave Beauty, Wit, and all things know, 


But where you ſhou'd your Love beſtow. 


I unawares, my Freedom gave, _ 
And to thoſe Tyrants grew a Slave; 


But would y'ave kept what you have won, 
You ſhould have more Compaſſion ſhewn. | * 


Love i. is a burthen, which t two Hearts, 8 
: When equally they bear their parts; ; 
With pleaſure carry, but no one, 


Alas, can bear it long alone. 


T m not of thoſe, who Court their Pain, „ 
And make an Idol of Diſdain; SO FR 
My hope in Love, does ne'er expire, | 
But [ loſe alſo the Deſire. 


154 The hafen: 


Nor yet of thoſe, oh ill receiv d, 


| Would gladly have ſtrange things believ'd, | 
And if your Heart you do defend, 


Their Force againſ your Honour bend. 


Whoc'er does make his Yiftor leſs, 


9 His own low weakneſs does confeſs; 


And whilft her pow r he does defame, 
He poorly doubles bis own 1 ſhame. | 


be 


Even that Malice 1 betray, 5 


5 ſpeak concern another way: 
1 And all ſuch ſcorn in men is but 


The Smoak of Fires in but out. 


He's Rill i in Torment, whom the i Rags mn 


To Detraction does engage; 3 


la Love, Indiſſerence i is ſure | 


The only ſign of perfect Cure. 


4 


Vet, 


The Indifference. 155 


vet, Cruel Falr, if thou canſt prove . 
As happy in ſome other Love, 

As I could once have done i in thine, 

The Sun on Happier does not ſhine. 
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Paſtoral Dialogue. 


Hy th ſon u 


Thyrſii. 5. 


. 8 Lad, 


That with ſhrill Pipe did erer Mountain glad, 


1 While ome the formoſt at our Rural Plays, 


; The Pride and Glory of our Holy days: 


5 why do & thou now ſit muſing all alone, 


1 Teaching the Turtles yet a ſadder Groan? 

Well'd with thy Te cars, why does the Weight 
b'ring Brook 
|  Bearto the Ocean what ſhe x never cook ? 


Why Be 


Trephon | 0 org Once the 1 left 8 B 


— 22 Dialogue. 157 
Why do our ur Woods, ſo us'd to hear thee Sing, 
With nothing now but with thy Sorrows ring * ? 
Thy Flocks are well and fruitful, and no Swain 

- Than thee more welcome to the Ell or Plain. 


Strephon, 
No loſs of theſe, or care of thoſe are left, 


: Hath wretched Strephon of his Peace bereft 3 .; 
I could invite the Wolf, my cruel Gueſt, 


And play unmov d, while he on all did Feaſt ; 


8 1 could endure that every! Swain out- run, 


Out- threw , Out. wreltld, and each Nymph 


- ſhou d ſhun 
The hapleſs Strephon : : But the cok I find, 
Jo no ſuch trifles have his Heart deſign d; 

A teller grief, and ſadder loſs, I plain, 


Then ever Shepherd, or did Prince, ſuſtain; ON. 


g Bright Galates, | in whoſe matchleſs Face | 
155 Sate Rural Innocence with Heavenly Grace 


In 
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158 A Paſtoral Dialogue. 


Ia whoſe no leſs to be adored mind, 


With equal light, even diſtant Virtues ſhin d, 


Chaſte, without pride; _ dealt. yet no 


ſolt; 


Not always cruel, nor yet Kind too oft: 
Fair Goddeſs of theſe Fields, who for our ſports 
Though ſhe might well become deſpiſed Courts, 
Belov d of all, and loving one alone, ” 
1Is from my fight, I fear, for ever gone; 


N ow I am ſure thou wondreſt not, I grieve : FF” 


But rather art amazed that I Live, 


7 fs. s, W 
Thy Caſe indeed! Is pitiful, but yet 


: Thou on thy loſs too great a price doſt ſet ; ; 
Women, like Days are, Strephon, ſome be ear 
Mare bright 2nd glorious than others are; 3 
Pet none ſo wonderful were ever ſcen, 
But by a 2s fa air they have ſucceeded been. 


. Sreplion. 


4 Paſtoral Dialogue. 159 


 Serephon.. 

Others as Fair, and 1 may as worthy prove, i 
But ſure I never ſhall another Love; BY ” | 
Her bright Idea wanders in my Thought, | 
At once my Poyſon, and my Antidote ; 

The Stag ſhall ſooner with the Eagle ſoar: 
Seas leave their Fiſhes naked on the ſhoar ; : 
En The Wolf ſhall ſooner by the Lambkin die, £1 
| And from the Kid the hungry Lyonfliez 

Than I forget her Face : What once I love, 5 


| May from my Eyes, but not my Heart remove. 


70 Lady, who fled he fi : 


i I my Celia cou'd perſwade 


of bim. 


2 Sir George Echerege. 


To ke thoſe Wounds her toi have made, 55 


And hear, whiltI that Paſſion tell, 
Which, like her ſelf, does fo excell, | 
How ſoon we might be freed from Care 


She need not fear, 1 nor rl deſpair. 


Such Beauty does the N bara, 


8 That all approach her with reſpeR ; 
And can 1 offer Violence 
Where Len does joyn in her defence? 7 


m 


| To a Lach, who fled the Sight of him. 16 

This Guard might all her Fears diſperſe, _ 
Did ſhe with Savages Converſe. 

Then my ( Celia wou'd ſurprize . 


With what's produc d by her own Rye! E 
Thoſe matchleſs Flames which they inſpire 
In her own Breaſt, ſhou' d raiſe a fire: 


ror Love, but with more ſubtil Art, | 
As well as Beauty charms the Heart. 


To 


162 


| To 4 Lab ly, „ akin b kum how lon be 
| would Love ber. * 


HS the ſane Auto. 


I: is not, Celia, in our power 
To ſay how long our Love will laſt, 
It may be we within this Hour 


May loſe thoſe Joys we now do taſte: 


The Bleſſed, that immortal be, . 

From Change i in Love are only free. 
Then, ſince we Mortal Lovers are, 
Ask not how long our Love will laſt; 98 
But while it does, let us take care 
Each Minute be with Pleaſure paſt 5 
| Werei it not madneſs to deny 
To live, becauſe w'are ſure to Die. 


1 0 
Mr. G. Granville „ 
ON HIS . 
* ERS E 8 
TO THE ” 


87 3 10 Eanund Waller. 5 


AN Early plant, Which ſuch a Bloſſom bears, 

＋4 4 And ſhows a Genius ſo beyond his Years ; 

A Judgment which could make ſo fair a Choice, : 

So high a Subject to employ his Voice, 
Still as it grows, How ſweetly will he fi ing, 


| The growing Greatneſsof our Matchleſs King * 5 
| M 2 1 T 0 


— . — 
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Mi 1. 4 L Fa E K. 


A Mr. G. Granville, 


7Hen into 8 the Young Sende; 


came, FP . 


5 To Talk with Hammon, and Conſult for Fame; Y 
5 When from the Sacred Tripod where he ſtood, 
The Prieſt inſpir d, Saluted him, agod; 

5 Scarce ſuch a Joy, that haughty victor knew, 5 

When own'd by Heaven, 35 T thus Suog by 


you. 


= Whoe er theic Names, can in thy Numbers | : 


ſhow, 


. Have more than Empire, and Immortal grow : 


Ages 


To M. WALL E R. 165 
Ages to come, ſhall ſcorn the Pow'rs of Old, 
When in thy Verſe of Greater * they'r ro. 
teil. 
Our Beauteous Ween and Martial Monarch's 
Name, 55 | 
For Jove and Jun, ſhall be * by Fame; 
* Charles, for Neptune, ſhall the Seas Com. 
mand, 


8 And Sachariſſe ſhall for Venus Rand : 
> Greece ſhall no longer Boaſt, nor Haughty Rome, * 


But think from Britain, all the gods did come. 


MT K A's Singing. 
H the Jan Author. 


T 


Charm d, 


| hear: 


When Apr. singe, we ſeek the Enchanting 


Sound, — 


Wound. 


What Muſick needs muſt 2 upon that 2 


Tongue, 


5 Whoſe Speech | is Tuveful, a. as anocher's ; Song 
+ — —.— "ue | 


H R Syrens, once Deluded , Vainly _ 
Ty'd to the Maſt, Vhyſes Sai unharm? d: 1 


Had Myra's Voice Entic 'd his Liſt ning Ear, 
| The Greek had top A and would have oye to 


And Bleſs che Notes that do ſo ſweerly 


On MYR As Singing. 167 


Zach Harmony, ſuch Wit, a Face ſo fair, 
| e 80 many pointed Arrows who can bear? 
Who from her Wit, or from her Beauty flies, 


If with her Voice ſhe overtakes him, dyes. 
Like Soldiers, ſo in Battle we ſucceed, ö 
One Peril ſcaping, by another Bleed 


In vain the Dart, or glittering Sword we ſhun, 
F Condern'd to — by the Slaughtering Gun. 


2 =, _ : k 1 * 
een 0 rr Re: 


M 4 I N 


1 N 
Pralle of M TR A. 


By the ſame Aube 


. 
— E N E Tune thy Lore: 5 Begin x my | 
bub, 
What Nymph? What Queen ? What Goddeſ 7 
mall we chuſe > > 
7 Whoſe Praſes Sing ? What Charmer 5 Name 
| Tranſmit Immortal down to Fame? 


| - Bike, ſtrike thy Strings; let Eccho rake che. 

Sound, e 

And bear! ir far, to all the Mountains round: 
Pandus again ſhall hear, again rejoyce, 


4 And Hamas too, as 5 when th Enchanting Voice 
Of 


In Praiſe of MV RA. 169 
Sk Tuneful Orpbeus Charm'd the Grove, 
T aught Oaks to o Dua and made the Cedars 
2 move. 2 
11. 
N or Venus, nor Dia will we Name, 
Myra Is V enus and Diana too, 


Al that was 5 feign'd of * "w_ to her, 
is true: 


Then Sing, my Muſe let 2 be our Theam. = 
$0, As when the Shepherds do their Garland make 


They ſearch, wich pains, the Fragrant Mea- : 
dows round, 


Plucking but here and there, and only take. 


: The = Flow' rs, with which ſome 
Ny ph is Crown'd. 


1 5 In framing Myra ſo Divinely Fair, ” 


To Nature has taken the ſame care; 
All that is Lovely, Noble, Good, we fie, 5 5 


| All beauteous Myra, all bound pi in Thee. . 
_ nm. _ 


17 TD — < MYRA. 


FIN 1 I I. 
: where Myra is, there i is the Queen of Love, 
3 Arcadian Paſtures, and the Cyprias Grove. 
When Myra Walks, ſo Charming i is her Mien, 

In every Movement, every Grace is ſeen. 
When Myra ſpeaks,fo juſts the ſenſe and ſtrong, 
N So Sweet the Voice, is like the Mulſe's Song. 

: Place me on Mountains of Eternal Snow, 

Where all is Ice, all Winter Winds that blow; | 


- Os caſt me underneath the Burning Line, 


Where everlaſting Sun does ſhine, 

1 Where all i is ſcorcht . Whatever you do decree, 
Ye Gods, where- ever I ſhall be, 
Mrs ſhall ill be Lord, and fill Ador'd by Me 


== =: WP 


3 


Repar d to Rail, Reſolvd to Part, — 


: 2 the Jame Author. 
P when I approach the Perjur'd Maid ; = 


What i is it awes my Timorous Heart! = 


Whyi is my rer afraid? 


With the leaſt et little kind, 

Bauch wondrous Pow r have 22 8 Charms! 1 
. she quells my Doubts, Enſlaves my Mind, 
And al my * difarms. 5 


- Forgerful of bo lake Vows, 


When gazing on that Form Divine, 3 
= Her injurd Vaſſal, trembling bows, 
Nor dares her Slave Repine. 
E 0 N 6. 


— 


0 the ſon Author 


FHile Phillis is drinking, Love and Win 


in Alliance, 8 
. With Forces United bid reſiſtleſs nee 


. By the touch of her L the Wine 1 : 


| higher, 


And her Eyes from her drinking redouble their = 


Fire. 


. 


Her Checks glow the brighter, recruiting their 


- Colour, SS 4 
5 As flowers by prinkling revive wih freſh 


Odour. 


2 


AN/ 


His dart dipt i in Vine, Love wounds beyond 


E uring, 


And the Liquor, like oy, makes the Flame 


more enduring. 


III. 


55 Cordials of Wine, Love is is hope from ner 


piring, ; 


E And our Micth | is s enliven'd * Love and de- 


fring. 


: Relieving each other, the Pleaſure is lating, 


1 And we never are e cloy * yet are ever a rafting. 


© 


Then Phillis begio, let our Rapture abouad- 
And a Kiſs and A Glaſs be ſtill going round. 
: Our Joys are Immortal, while thus we remove, 8 
From Love to the Bottle, from the Bottle to = 


a 


Love. 


30 N 6 


— —— ——— reno 


i 0 N 6. 


Hy the ſame Author. 


0 Smooth, and ſo Serene but now, 13 5 21 
| 4 What means this Change on Meras Brow 7 * -Y . 
_ Her " Aguiſh Love now glows and burns, 5 | | 

| In chills, and ſhakes,and the Cold Fi returns 5 | 


Mock with acluding Vows and Smiles, | L's 
When on her Pity I depend, 8 
1 My airy hope ſhe ſoon beguiles, . 
| 8 And Laughs t to ſee * Labours never end. _ | | 


80 up the r Hil ohh pain, So 1 | 

FR The weighty Stone i Is row! di in vain; 1 | 
5 Which having toucht the top, 8 | 
And [eaves the Labourer * to renew his Toi. y 


. 7 ; ; 
| « 93 
0 . | ; | | 


veRSEsS || 


To Shades, Thou whom the gest, 


” In publick, to do credit to Mankind: ? 
: Why ſleeps the N oble Ardour of thy Blood, 


' VERSES 


Sent from an Unknown Hand, To 


Mr. G. GRANV1 L L E, 


In the Councry. 


NS 8 


H Y, Granvilk, is thy Life confin'd, g 


elend 


5 Which from thy Anceſtors, Þ1 many * paſt, 
From Rollo, down to Bevil F low d, 
And then appear d again at laſt, 
In Thee, when thy Victorious . 


Bore the Dilputed Prize, from all the Youth of 3 
France „ 13 


* "gg ſent to Mr. Gramvill 


In oy firſt Tryals, which are made for 


Fame, 

* hoſe to whom Fate Succeſs denies, 
It taking Counſel from their Shame, 
They modeſtly Retreat, they're Wiſe: 
But, why ſhould you, who ſtill ſucceed 


In all you do, whether with Graceful Art you 


lead 


The fiery Barb, or with as Graceful Motion — 


3 tread 
At ſkiniog Balls, whire al agree, 


To give the higheſt Praiſe, and the firſt Place to 


Thee. 55 


80 Lov'd ao Prais'd, PE all Admire, 


8 Why, why ſhould you from Counts, or Camps 


retire! ? f 
If Celia is 1 (ift it can FREY 
: That any vers can bounkind to „e 


= 


te rn Spictc ales 
* 


- 1 ES 
Q V 
: DSS EO 


S. 


Verſes ſent to Mr. Granville. 177 


If Penſive made by Love, you thus retire, 


Awake your Muſe, and ſtring your Lyre; "Mi 
Thy tender Song, and thy Melodious Strain 
| Can never be addreſt in vain: 7 


She needs will Love, and we ſhall have Thee 


back again. 


e ion d * FR foregoing 
iT: VERSES. 0 


By Mr. 6. Granville. 


ſtrain, 


Sweet! Is thy Hren Song, but Sung i in vain: | 
When the Winds ow, and loud the Billows 


roar, 


What Fool would put to an quit the Shoar? 


Early and Vain, into the World I came, 
Big with falle hopes, and eager: after Fame; 


Till looking round me, ere the Race began, / 
7 Mad men and giddy Fools were all chat Ran. 
Reclaim d betimes, 1 from the Liſts retire, | 
And thank the pods , who my retreat inſpire. 


Look 


= 


7 Hos re thou art, who rempe'ſt in ſuch a 


1 
1 
1 
= 
* 
= © 
2 
by. 
1 
5 
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P 
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Occaſi ion id by the fireging Perfes. 1 179 
Look round the World, and with impartial 
we” 


, Conſider and examine all that riſe; 
Weigh well their AQtions, and their treacherous 


ends, 


: How Greatneſs grows; and by what Steps | 


ET aſcends, 


What Murders, Treaſons, rerjuries, Deceit, 
8 How many fall, to make one Monſter Great. 
: Would you command ? ? Have Fortune in your 


power? * 


Hug whom you Strike, and Smile when you 


Devour ; 5 


| Be Bloody, Falſe, Flatter, Forſwear, and Lys, 
Turn Pandar, Pathick, Paraſite, or Spy. 


| Such thriving Arts, may your wilt purpoſe 


bring, 


At leaſt a General be ——— Perhaps a n 
; Fortune we moſt un juſtly partial call, 
: A Mittreß free, who bids alike to al: 


TT 


180 Occaſion d by the foregoing Y er ſes. 


But on ſuch terms, 28 only ſuit the Baſe, 


Honour denies, and ſhuns the fon) embrace. 


The Honeſt Man, who Starves and is Undone, 
Not Fo rune, but his Virtue keeps him down: 
Had Cato bent beneath the Conquering Cauſe, 


x He might have liv d to give new Senates Laus; 3 


But on vile terms, Diſdaining to be Great, 


He periſh' by his Choice, and not his Fate : 


Honours and Life, th Uſurper bids. and all 


That Vain miſtaken Men, Good Fortune call „ 
Virtue fort ids, and ſets before his Eyes 


An honeſt Death, which he accepts, a0d dyes. 


O glorious-Reſolution! Noble pride! 


8 More honour d chan the Tyrant ld, he dy'd 5 
More lov'd, More prais d, More  envy'd in his 


doom, 


Than Ceſar trampling on the Rights of Rome. 

The Virtuous nothing fear, but Life with Shame, - 

And Death SA pleaſint Road, that leads to Fame. 
On 
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My Limbs uncover'd, and expos'd my Head 
To bleakeft Colds, a Kennel be my Bed, 
This, and all other Martyrdom, for T nee, 


Occaſion d by the foregoing Verſes. 181 
On Bones, and ſcraps of Dogs, let me be fed, | 


Seems glorious all, Thrice beauteous Hoally. 


Le great Diſturbers, wh in | endleſs N iſe 


: In Blood and Horror, ſeek unnatural Joys; 
For what is all this buſtle, but toſhun 
| Thoſe Thoughts, with which you dare not be 


alone of 


|” As Men i in miſery, oppreſt with Care, 
Seek in n the cage of Wine, to drown Deſpair. 


Let Others fakt, and eat heir dead in Blood, : 


N ot caring if the Cauſe be bad or good ; 
Oc cringe in Courts, depending on the N ods 
of ſttrutting kigmies, who would paſs for gods 'K 


For me unpractis d in the Courtier's School, 
Who loath a Knave and tremble ata Fool, 


N 3 . Nhat 
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182 Occaſon'd by the foregoing Perſes 


What can I hope in Courts? Or how Succeed 7 
Luons and Wolves ſhall in the Ocean breed, 


Te TW ITT <A BOY 


And every Element exchange its kind, 
When thriving Honeſty in Courts we find. 


3 - 
z , Oo ei Ds — 


| Whoſe quiet Mind, from vain deſires is free ; I : 


; Eut to himſelf, and to the gods alone. 
O0 ſweetneſs of Conteat, Seraphick Joy, 


Which nothing wants, and nothing can de- 


The Whale and Dolphin i in the Foreſt feed, 


Happy the Man, of mortals happieſt he 


v hom neither hopes deceive, nor fears torment, 
Bat lives, at Peace within himſelf, Content : 
1n Thought, or Act, accountable to none 


ſtroy! 


Where dwels this Peace, this freedom of the 
Mind, i 


Where but in Shades, Remore from human 
kind; 


In 


Occaſion d by the foregoing Verſes. 183 
In flow'ry Vales, where Nymphs and Shepherds | 
2 7 hy 25 | 

But never comes within the Palace-Gate. 
Farewel then Cities, Camps and Courts farewel, 
Welcome ye Groves, here let me ever dwell, 
From Care, from Buſineſs, and mankind remove 
All but the Muſes, and inſpiring Love. 
How ſweet the Mora! How quiet is the N ight! 
How Calm the Evening! And the Day how 
| bright? 


From hence, As from a Hill, I view below 
The crowded World, which like ſome Wood 
does ſhow, 

Where ſeveral Wand erers travel day and night 


. ſeveral ways, 0 none ere ir the e right. 


Ne THE 


THE 


PROGRE ss of Be AUT Y. 


B the ſame Author. 


on 


Beauty that fires the World, "*twas fi ſhould riſe 
From kim alone, who lights the Stars and Skies. 


In oynm long, by Men ail gods obey'd d, 
The L Lovers toil, ſhe gratefully repai d, 


; Promi ſcacus bis Gags to her Slaves aſſign d, 


And tauglit the Worls, that Beauty ſhould be 


Kind. 


, "H E. god of Day, deſcending from Above, x 
Mist with the dea, and Bot the Queen of 
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The Progreſs of BEAUTY. 185 
Learn by this Pattern, all ye Fair, to Charm, 
Bright be your Beams, but without ſcocching 

Warm. 


Helen was next: : F rom Greece to Phrygia 
brought, 
With much ex pence of Blood and Empire 
ſought, 
Beauty and Love, the nobleſt Cauſe afford, 
That can try Valour, or employ the Sword. 
Not Men alone, incired by her Charms, 


f EL But Heavens concern 4. 4 and all the gods take 5 


Arms 
The glorious 1 happily poſſeſt, 
8 Enjoys, and bids deſpairing Fools contelt ; 
Secure ſaid he, of that for which they Fight, | 
| Theirs be the Toil, and Mine be the Delight. 
Tour Dull Reflections, Moraliſts forbear, 
His Title $ bed, who beſt can pleaſc the Fair. 


i186 TheProgeſcof BEAUTY. 


[| Nor wa till beauty was ning and Old, 


And now, The gue in pity to the Cares, 
The fierce Deſires, Diviſions, and Deſpairs, g 
Of tortur'd Men, while Beauty was confin d, 
| Reſoly'd to multiply the Charming Kind. 


= - begun, 
And faw a thouſand Rivals to the Sun; 
f | 3 Hence follow 'd Arts, Each ſtudying with Care 
| 3 Some new production to delight the Fair. 
: | 5 To bright Egeria, Socrates retir d: ; 
i . His Wiſdom grew, but as bis Love inſpir d: 


1 ; 
il | | | f. lt, 
. 9. 


melt. 


1 And Love, by long poſſeſſion, pall'd and Cold.) 


Grete was the Land, where this bright Race 


[| | Thoſe Rocks and Oaks, that ſuch emotions . 


= Were cruel Maids, whom Orpheus raughe ro 


| „ 5 Miuſick 


be Progreſs of B E AU T Y. 87 


Muſick and Songs, and every way to move 
The raviſ't Heart, were _ all to Love. 


The and entic'd by ſo divine a Birth, 
Deſcend from Heaven, to this N ew Heaven on 
Earth, : 

5 Thy wit, 0 Mercurys no defence from Love, 
| Nor Mars thy Armour, nor thy Thunder Jove. 
g The mad Immortals in a thouſand Shapes 


Range the wide Globe: ſome yield, ſome ſuf- g 
fer Rapes, 


3 Invaded, or deceiv'd, not One eſcapes. HT. 
| The wife, tho a bright Goddeſs, thus gives place 1 
1 To mortal Miſtreſſes, of freſh Embrace ; . 


1 By ſuch Examples were we taught to ſee 


The Life and Soul of Love S Variety. 


1 thoſe fiſt Times, « ere charming Woman- 8 
kind 


Reform d their Pleaſures Poliſhing the Mind; 
Rude 


Of Beauty Sing, her ſhining Progreſs view, 
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Rude were their Revels, and obſcene their Joys 
The Broils of Drunkards, and the Luſts of Boys. 


pbalo⸗ laments, for Hiacinthus dead, 


And Juno jealous, ſtorms at — 


Return my Muſe, and cloſe that Odious 


Scene, 


Nor ſtainthy Verſe, with Images unclean, 


From Climet to Clime, the dezling Light pur 4 


ſue; 5 


Tell how ſhe ic ſpread, and how i in Empire grow. ; 


From Greece to Ariel, Beauty rakes her 
flight, 


And ripens with her near approach t to Light; ; 
Frown nor, ye Fair, to hear of ſwarthy Dames, 
With radiant Eyes, that take unerring Aims, 
Beauty to no Complexion i is confin'd, 

Is of all Colours, and by none Jefin'd ; 'E 


Jewels 


Bu 


DoS, Es, 
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Je wels that ſhine, in Gold or Silver ſet, 
As precious, and as ſparkling are in Jet. 
Here, Cleopatra with a liberal Heart, 


Bounteous of Love, improv'd the Joy with 


Art; 


The firſt who taught recruited Slaves to know 


T hat the rich Fearl, was of more uſe, than | 
| ſhow. 1 


Who with high meats, or a luxurious draught, 


Kept Love forever flowing, and full fraught. | 


Julius and Anthony, thoſe Lords of all, 
Lo! At her feet preſent the conquer'd Ball. 
"Thoſe dreadful ages „that had facd the 


Sun 


F rom Poleto Pole, at length fall dazl'd ton. 
Her dying Truth, ſome generous tears would colt 


Had not her Fate inſpir'd, *The Morla wel 5 


"os: Oe 


— 


* Al fs Love Or the World vel 1; written by Mr- 
Drydon. 


Win 
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With ſecret Pride, the raviſht Muſes view 
"The Image of that Death, which TOY drew. 


Pleasd in this happy Climate, warm and 
bright, 


Love for ſome Ages, revels with ah 


The Martial Moors, i in Galantry refin'd, 
Invent new Arts, to make their Charmers kind. 
See ! in the Liſts, » Which | a Barriers 7; 


bound, 


In Warlike Ranks, they wait the Trumper 8 


Sound, 


Some Love- Device is wrought on every Sword, 

And every Ribbon bears ſome myſtick word. 
As when we ſee the winged Winds engage, 

| Mounted on Coarſers foaming flame and rage, 8 

One Cloud repuls'd, new Combatants prepare 

To meet as ierce, and form a Thuad ring 


War, 


d 


ds 


re. 


1 
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So, at the Trumpet's call, advancing high 
| Their golden Spears, the Heroes ſeem to fly, | 


So meet, and ſo renew the skilful Fight, 


Each fair Beholder trembling for her Kaight ; 3 
Still as one falls, another ruſhes i in, | 
And all muſt be ore come, or none can win; 

i The Vitor, from the ning Dame, whoſe | 


Eyes, 


Aided his conquering Arm, Receives a Prize. | 


bus louiſhe 1 Love, and Beauty Ow in 
State, = 


Tin the e proud Spaniard, „ gave their Glories ” 


But tho theſe matchleſs Galantrics a are paſt 
Yet the Deſcription ſhall for ever laſt; 

* Granada loſt, has ſeen her Pomps reſtor? d, 
: And Anabide, © once more re by Kings ador'd. 


3 Conqueſt of ts by Mr. Dryden The Part 5 aue, 
. 1 Mir.” Ellen n. | 


Love 


* 3 
7 Ys L - 


Love driven thence, to colder Britain flies, 
And with bright Eyes, the diſtant Sun ſupplies ; 
Romances, that relate the dreadful Fights, 


The Loves, and Proweſs , of advent rous 


Knights, 


To animate their Rage, AKiſs record, Me 
From Britain's faireſt Nymphs, was the Re- 1 


ward: 


. Thus ancient to Love 5 Empire, is the claim 
Of Engliſh Beauty, and ſo wide the Fame. * 
Which, like our r Flag upon the Seas, gives 


_ Law 
By right avow'd, and keeps. the World in 


Awe. 


Oar galant Kings, of whom long Annals 


prove, 


The mighty Deods, | and as renown'd for = 


Lore, 


A Mo- 


18 


es 


lo- 
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A Monarch's right, ore Beauty they may 


claim, 


8 Lords of that Ocean, from whence Beauty 


came. 
Thy Roſamond, Great Henry, on the Stage, : 
By a late Muſe, preſented i in our Age, 


With aking Hearts, and owing Eyes we view, 

= While that diſſembled Death recalls the true; * 

In Bracegirdle, the Perſons {o agree, 
* all ſeems real the SpeQarors lee. 5 


of Scots and Gals defeared, | and "cher - 
Kings 


Thy Captives, Edward, Fame for e ever Sings; |: 
Like thy high deeds,chy noble Loves: are pra's d, 
Who halt to Love, the nobleſt Trophy rais 'd; 
9 Thy Statues Venus, tho by Phidia's hand 
8 Deſign d Immortal, yet no longer ſtand, 
| = The magick of thy ſhining Done is paſt, 
Bua: Salishury's Garter ſhall for erer lat 


8 
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Which thro? the World, * ä Monarchs 


j 


worn, 
Adds Grace to Scepters, and do's. Cn 5 
Adorn. 


If ſuch their Fame, Who gave thoſe Rites 
Divine 

To facred Love, 0 what diſhonour's thine 
Forgerful Queen * * h Sever d thar bright Pr 
Head 
Which Charm d Two mighty Monarchs to is 

Bed! my | 
: Had ſt has been bora a Man, thou had | not 

| err'd, 
. Thy Fame had liv's, and Beauty been preferr'd ; 5 
| But Ah! what mig ghty Magick can aſſwage 
A Woman 5 Envy, and a Bigor s Rage! 5 


: _ : - e 
- . — _ * 


1 Queen of Scote, put to Death by Queen TY | 


*- 


18 


cs 


5 
4 
0 
* Won” 
& 
8 
: . 5 
; : ſi 
. | | 
[ } 7 
8 k 
x 
x 
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+ 


its | 
1 Break out impetuous, when they find a vent : 


re 
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Love yr at length, Love that delights to 
Smile, 
Flying from Scenes of Horror, quits c our Iſle; ; 
With Charles, the Cupids and the Graces gone, 


In Exile live; for Love and He were one: 
5 With Charles he wanders, and * charles he 


12 


mourns, 


2 But 0 how fierce the Joy, when Charles re- 


turns! 1 


As eager clone, with oppolitiag ſpent, 


As a fierce Torrent, hinder'd i in its race, 
; Forcing i its way, rowls with redoubled pace: ; 
| = From the loud Palace, to the ſilent Grove, 
Al, by the King's example, Live and Love: 
1 The Muſes with diviner Voices Sing, | 
þ | And all rejoice to pleaſe the Gad. like King, 
. Then Walter in Immortal Verſe proclaims 
1 The ſhining Court, and al the glittering Dames; * 


—— 
— 


P 
— 2 — — - * 
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Thy Beauty, Sydney, Like Achilles Sword 
Reſiſtleſs ſtands, upon as ſure record, 
The for*moſt Hero, and the brighteſt Dame, 
Both ſung _ ſhall have their Fate the 


fame, 


And now my Muſe, a | Nobler Song prepares : 


And Gog i it loud, chat H. aven and Ferth ny 5 


hear: 


Behold from Italy, a wandring Ray 

Of moving Light, illuminates the Day; 
N orthward ſhe bends, Majeſtically bright, 
” And here ſhe fixes her [mperial Light. 
Me bolJ, be bold my Muſe, nor fear to raiſe 

Thy Voice to her, who. Was | thy earlieſt 


Praiſe; 


What! tho the ſullen Fates refuſe to ſhine, 


: Oc frown ſevere on thy audacious Line, 


an 


16 


4 * The 7 als 8 Pooh celebrated hy Mr Wal unde the 21 
Name of Sacha, Ia. . | . 


Keep 
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Keep thy bright Theam, within thy ſteady 3 
n 
The Clouds ſhall fie, before the dazling Light, 
And everlaſting Day direct thy Flight: 
Thou who haſt never yet put on diſguiſe 


To flatter Folly, or deſcend to Vice, 
Let no vain fear, thy generous Ardor rame, 
But ſtand upright, And 8 ound ww 6s Fans. 


As when our Eye, 8 Profpeft would | 


purſue, 


| Deſcending from a Hill , looks round to view, 5 


aſſes ore Lawns and Meadows, till! it gains 
Some beauteous ſpot, and fixing there, remains ? 
With the like Rapture, my tranſported Muſe 
Flies other Objects „ this bright Theam to 
1 chuſe. ” „5 
Princeſs Ado and Lov'd! q lf Verſe can give 
1A Deathleſs Name, thine ſhall for ever lie, ; 


0 i - e Invok' d 
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Invok'd wheree're the Britiſh Lyon roars, 
Extcnded as the Seas that gird our Shores. 
O happy James! content thy mighty Mind, 


S not the world, for ſtill We Queen is 
kind: 9 1 


To lie but at whoſe feet more Glory brings, 
Than? tis to tread on Scepters and on Kings : 


Secure of Empire i in that Beauteous Breaſt, 


Who would not give their Crowns to be ſo 
bleſt? 


Was Helen half ſo fair, fo form'd for Joy, 
Well choſe the 7 rojan, and well burat was Trey. 5 
So Charming, ſo Divine! "Twas juſt chat ſhe 
Who was Love 2 en ſhould Queen of —_ be. 


But Ah! ! what Rrange Vicifbrudes of Fare, 
| What chance attends on every Worldly state! 
As * hen the Skies were ſackt, the driven gods g 


Compeli'd from Heaven, forſool their bleſt 
Abodes, 


Wandring 
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Wandring in Woods, Ry skulke from Den to 

: Den, 

Or leading flocks, turn nd hirelings to Men. 


Or, as the ſtately Pine, erecting high 
Her Beauteons Branches, ſhooting to the Sky ; 
If ſtrucken by the Thunderbolt of Jove, 


| Down falls at once, the Pride of all the Grove; ; 
Level with loweſt Earth, lies the tall Head, ve 
f That rear d aloft, as to the Clouds was ſpread: 
80 — 
But cen my Muſe, thy Colours are too faint, 
- Hide with 4 Veil, thoſe griefs that none can = 
paint; . . 
The Sun 5 retir d. But ſee! 1 in beige array 5 
i What Hoſts of heavealy Light, recruit the Day: 


1 Love! in a ſhining Galaxy appears 


= Triumphant fill, and Grafton leads the Stars ; - 


. Ten thouſand Loves, ten thouſind ſeveral ways 5 


Invade the Lookers on, who dye to gaze, 


24. | Knowing 
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Knowing our dooms, as to the Hren s Voice, 
o ſweer's th Enchantment, that our Fate's our : 
"On | | 


| Who moſt reſembles her, let next be nam'd, 


Vio.iilGlers for Wiſdom, as for Beauty fam'd, 


Of a high Race that Conquering Beauty brings, 1 


To Charm rhe World, and Subjects make of 
"ow 


Richmond! Sa \Tirle, that, but nam'd, imp hes A 


. Majeſtick Graces, and Vietorious Eyes; z 


As much, O happy Brudenell ! art thou known 
By thy bright Daughters e thy own. . 


By Eſer, and fair Ratenbaurg we find, 


= That Beauty to no Climate Is  confin'd, 


[FRA of Bojal: B! wed; wah modeſt Grace, 
Bluſhcs ro hear rhe Triumphs of her Face. 
: With 
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Wich what delight my „ Muſe to Sandwich lie, 
5 Whole Wit! is piercing as her . Eyes. 


Ah! how ſhe mounts, and ſpreads her airy 
Wings, | 
And Tunes her Voice when mee of Ormond Sings: 5 
oO radiant Or mond, only fir to be | 
Y 0 The Succeſſor of Beauteous Oſo. 


2 | Holms and St. Alban; ful of Charms appear : 
Hyd V enus is; : the Grace are Kildare. 


Careleſs, but yet ſecure of Conquel tl, 
Luſon unaiming never fails to kill : 
Guiltleſs of Pride, to Captivate or Shine, | 7 
Bright without Art, ſhe wounds without deſi gn. - 


Bot Windham like a FIR throws the Dart, 
And rakes a cruel pleaſure in the ſemart ; ; 


Proud 
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Proud of the Ravage that her Beauties make, 
- Delights i in wounds, and Kills for Killing ſake ; | 


Aſſerting the Dominion of her Eyes, 


As Heroes en for Glory, not for Prize. 


Theskilfol Muſes earlieſt care has been 


The Praiſe of never fading Mazarin : 
5 The , * Poet and his Theam, in ſpight of Time, 
5 Fe or ever Young, enjoy an endleſs Prime. 


Wich Charme ſo numerous, Myra can ſurprize, 


The Lover knows not by which Dart he Dies; * 
/ 80 thick the Volly, and the Stroke ſo ſure, 
Y No Flight can whe, | no Remedy c can c ue. 


Yer dawning i in her infancy of light, 


5 0 ſee another Brudenetl, Heavenly bright, 
Bore to fulfilche Glories of her Line, 
And fix Love” 8 Empire in that Race Divine. 1 


11. 


— 
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of But turns aſtoniſht from the dazling Light, 
Nor dares attempt to climb the ſteepy Flight. J 


The that of BEAUTY. "wy 


Fain | world my Muſe to Stowell bend her. 
Sight, | 


; 


| ; 


'O Kpeller! ! Like thy pictures were my Song, 


Clear like thy Paint, and like thy P encil ſtrong ; 8 
| Theſe matchleſs Beauties ſhould Recorded be, 


In Verſe Immortal, 28 thy ww Gallery, 


* „ 
— 


15 The Gallery of Beauties, 83 is Sir Gur EKneller. | 


- In Imitation of * 2 bay Ode 


of ANacrEon 


08 GOLD, waM I SER. 


: Qu d heaps of Wealth prolong our Fate, = 


4 And ſtretch our Days beyond their Date. 


were Life as well as Pardons Sold, 


And Death like Hell, Brib'd off with Gold. 


5 Then I would Scrape and Save, and be, 
At leaſt, as Covetous as Thee. 
Then if the Meſſ-nger ſhou'd come, 
5 That brings to all the fatal Doom; 8 
ED d ſcorn to give him theſe Remains 
of Time, worn out with Age and Pains ; ; 
: I'd uſe him kindlier than ſo, 


And pay in Gola the Debt I owe, 


| But 
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But ſince We Mortals vainly try — 
To purchaſe Immortality, 

It is as vain to Sigh and Grieve, 


| And fearing Death, neglect to Live. 


Il the Miautes will not ſtay, 


With pleaſure they ſhall paſs away; 
In Streams of Wine ſhall ſmoothly glide, 
N Waſted down the purple Tide: 


Or let em Rill more gently move, 


horn on the even wings of Love. 


; | Uſeleſs Gold, Why ſhou'd we ſave? 
Mie are the Tribute of the Grave. 


4 . Come give me Wine, tis br ighter far, 


Than thy Gold or Jewels are: 


Look i in the Glaſs and ſee i it Riſe; ; 


It ſparkles like Lucinda s E: } „ 
Like her can Charm, like her Inſpire 
The Soul with Mirth and | gay deſire. 
| Our Friends are come, the Bow Is are crown d, 
let's Drink and let her Health go round. 


Let's 


Me ſurely ſhall the Gift receive, 
in dar bel know how to Live 


206 On Gold, to 4 Miſer: 


Let's Drink, and let's our Time improve, 


The Day with Wine, the Night with Love. 
Of Life we al ſhou d Miſers be, 
And none ſhou d rruſt Futurity. 


The Golden Hours that now are gone, 


We have enjoy d and made our own: | 


If longer time the gods will give, 
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128 Lesbia, fmt ſatis ſuper que. 


Catullus. 


Ouldſt than, my 4 Ledbia, know, 

When round thy Neck a Arms 1 
5 throw; 
; | | When to vide Lips, my LipsI j join, 

1 And preſs thy riſing Breaſts to mine; 

N | | When my quick Spirits briskly move, 


1 Inſpir'd with j joy, iaſpir d with Love; 


How many Kiſſes I'd receive, 
How many thouſand Kiſſes give! 2 
Tell firſt how many drops there be 
In the vaſt Ocean $ boundleſs Sea: 
Then add to theſe th' unnumber d store 
: Of Grains that crowd his Sandy Shore: > 


Count £ 
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Count next what Stars adorn the Skies, 
When Heav'n looks forth with All its Eyes, 

To view our Midnight Sports and ſtollen Joys.- J 


But theſe, ah Lesbia! theſe will prove 
Too few for my inſatiate Love: 
'Midft all this Wealth I ſhall be Poor, 
And till enjoying wiſh for more ; 


Almighty Love no bounds allows, N i 
| N 0 meaſure He, nor Number knows. | 
| Then let our Joys, my Lais, be „ F 
| Immenſe as his Divinity: 5 4 
| No Sands, no Seas, nor Stars controul, 
| Th unbounded pleaſures of our Soul. 

Thus, thus, my Deareſt, let us live, 

| Claſpt i in each others longing Arms: 

| . As many Thouſand Kiſſes give, 

=. 2s I've Deſires, and Thou haſt Charms. 

| This, Lesbia, only this can prove, 

| Enough for my inſatiate Love. 

— EY 


AN 


en from . 


= YOUTH 8. 3 
2 ; R. SE Youths, the Rreolng) 5 come, and 5 
= | her bright Star 


With long expected light flames from afar: 
'Tis time to riſe, ? tis time the Feaſt to leave, 


70 ſing the N uptials, and the Bride receive. 
Come Hymen, God of Marriage come aud iſhed 5 
* ſe acred influence on the Nuptial Bed. | 


„ 1 R G I N 8. | 
Fee, ſee they dvance, and Heſperus above | 


On Orta's * now lights the Lamp of Love: 
P 5 What 


8 Doubrful's the Strife, and to Subdue i tis herd: 
See with what ſtudious care the Virgin Train 


Tis Care and Labour cont the vides: gain. 


__ Shall fal, and be an caſy Conqueſt made. 


%. 
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What Life, what Vigour in their Mien ap- 
pears! | 
And ſprightly joy aſſures the Triumph theirs. 
Come Hy men, God of Marriage come, and ſhed | 
Thy ſacred influence on the Nuptial Bed. 


"YOUTHS, 


For us, no light, no eaſy Task 5 prepar „, 


Employ their Thoughts, nor will employ i 10 


vain; | 


Whil& we ignodly. by our ſloth betray 'd 


Let this a vig'rous Emulation raile, 
And as 7, hey Sing, let Us return their Lays. 


£ ome Hymen, Goa of Warriage come, and aſbed | 
7 by ſacred 9 * on the Nupti. / B. 4. ns 


VIX. 


Fa 
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ee IR G IN S. 
| 0 H. eſptrus ! what more malignant light 
Glares in the dusty fore head of the Night? ? 

Thou, Crue! thou, doſt from the boſom tear 
Of her Fond Mother the unwilling Fair; 
And giv'ſt her up withall her Virgin Charms, 

Expos d to thi fury of a Lover's Arms 

\ What greater Cruelty than this is ſhown 

3 5 Lawleſs Conquerors: in a taken Town! 3 


Come Hymen, God of Marriage come, and ſhed — 


7 by ſacred influence on the Noprial Bed. 


0 U x H 8. 9 
No Star, like thee, with ſuch a Chearful light, g 
Smiles on the ſober face of flent Ni ignt. 
| You, kindly you, when your glad beams ariſe, 
Ripen the Parents hopes, and Lovers joys; 
1 Which, both with ſtrong deſire inflam d, delay, 
| Till thy bright Star has clos d the tedious Day 
P 2. L What 
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What greater Bliſs can be beſtowꝰ'd by Jove, 
Than the ſoft Minute of tranſporting Love? 
Come Hy men, God of Marriage come, and ſbead 


Thy ſacred influence on the Nuptial Bed. 


V I R G I N 8. 
= hou. under covert of the treach rous 15 
Night, 175 
Haſt ſnatch'd our dear Companion from our 
Sight: 
At thy approach the warchful Guards are 
ſet, | | 
And Night led on by Thee affords 1 retreat 
To Thieves and Robbers; till again you riſe | 
With kindlier Beams, to gild the Eaſter Skies, 
And whom the Evening hid, thy *! 
| Rays ſurprize. F = 
Come Hymen, God of Marriage come, and 2 f : 
Th / acred influence on the Nuptial Bed. 
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YOUTHS. 

Let the Chaſte Virgins modeſtly complain 
With well- diſſembled Rage, and falſe diſdain: 
They at the Joys thou giv t will ne er repine, 
And nature ſoftly pleads thy cauſe within 

Come Hymen, God of Marriage come, and ſhed 
Thy ſacred Geng on the OO Bed. 


VI G : © N 8. 
As ſome fair Plant that? Sin a Garden tear, 
Safe from the piercing Plough, and | trampling 
herd, 3 
Wbült yet the Suns wild Rays, and kante - 
' Show'rs, 5 | 


With fanning Winds refreſh i its op aing low 0 
The eyes of ev ry Youth, and ev'ry Maid allures. * 


Tora from the Stalk, the tender Bloſſoms fade, 
| Delis d by every Toth, and every Maid. 


P 3 5 80 
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So while her Virgin Bloom adorns the Fair, 
By all ſhe's Courted, and to all is Dear ; 

But when her faded Chaſtity is gone, 
By none ſhe's Courted, is Beloy'd by none. 
g come Hymen, God of Marriage come, and ſhed | 
Thy ſacred Influence on the N Nuptial Bed. 


As the Wild vine, de in i the Deſart grows, = 
And bears no fruitful Bloſſoms on its Boughs, | 


Which, by their weight bent eee and 5 
unbound, 


Spread their neglefted Tendrils on the rome ) 
Defpis d and ſcorn'd, can no aſſiſtance find, 

| Oc from the Peaſant, or the labouring Hind, 
Buif the Elm be Wedded to the Vine, 
And round his Waſte her claſpiogBranches twine, : 
Her loaded Arms, which a full Vintage bear, 


Tempr and reward the Hinds and Peaſants cafe. 


5 3 + 80 
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So the Unmarry'd Virgin” s drooping Charms, 
| Receive freſh Vigour from a Lovers Arms. 
Dear to her Husband ſtill new Joys ſhe gives, 
And in her Aged Sire paſt Youth revives. 


pu 


Be not, Fair Virgin, with reluQtance led 


To the chaſte tranſports of the Nuptial Bed: * 

Let thee, the will of thy kind Parents move, - 

= And be not deaf to Duty as to Love. 
Your ſelf s not wholly yours, one third 1 is due 
Tec 0 either Parent, and one third t. to you; ; 
And ſince both theſe to Him their Right convey, 
iz : If Love per / wades not, Reaſon bids obey. 
0 ome Hymen, God of Marriage come, and [bed 


Th 7 acred influence on the Nuptial ven. 


p i 4 2 | "OM 3 


— 


— ———_ 


— ——_—_ zz a — = 
- 
— —BL— > - _ — 


8 - - 1 — — — — — — — — — — = — 
CT —U—— — CCC — =, —— —— - _ * — — — —— — — — 
— — — - he —— — — — - 
2 0 —¼— — — . 
— — — — — — — — — mo - 


—_ 
— * ogg 
—— ——— U— — 
- — We — — — 
— — 5 
— Prov 


R?—ö— — > IIS — :::.: 
- = 
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In this is Deſcribed the Contrivance of Juno I 


to lull Jupiter to Sleep, that Neptune I 
Vie bin nes time 8 oe 40 the e 


N | ie 5 lofiy top the 2 rer . A 
And held with equal hand the Scales | 
of Fate; ) 5 


What Plot ſhou : Juno try, which way deceive 
„ impartial god, and labouring Greeks relieve? : 

: The Queen was ſoon reſolv d, and choſe to prove = 

= The old, yet ſtill ſucceſsful, Cheat of Love, 
She knew her Charms, and knew Almighty 


4g Jove. 


Then 


— 85 
1 
AS: 
* 
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Then freight to her Apartment does repair, 


Th' Apartment was contriv'd by Vulcan's care; 


With skill Divine he form d the private room, 
: Sacred to her, where none but ſhe cou'd come. 
Here from all Eyes withdrawn ſhe Naked ſtood, 


And bath 4 her Body i in the Cryſtal flood : 
Then on her Heavenly Limbs Ambroſial Show' ns 


Of rich perfumes and liquid Oyntment pours, 
( Born by the Winds the fragrant Spirit flies 
Thro the wide Earth diffus d, „ and | ſpacious 


Skies; 8 


This done, with a nice Hand and artful Care, 


me She Combs, and Curls i in Rings her ſhining Hair; = 
The golden Locks from her celeſtial „ 
With comely pride deſcend, , and round her 


| ſhoulders ſpread: 


Her radiant Form in a rich Robe ſhe dreſt, 
And with her Girdle binds the flowing Veſt, 
= On which a thouſand various Figures ſhine, TON. 
Wrovghti in the Heav olyL Loom by hands Divine. 


Two 
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TWO glitt ring Diamonds, like refulgent Stars, 
Shoot forth their beams and ſparkle at her Ears, 
Then over all a ſhining Veil ſhe throws, 

And thus adorn'd, in haſte to Venus goes. 

To whom ſhe ſays —— 2 
| Let 1 not, bright Queen, the different Gides we? 4 
chuſe, 
M—ke you, the ſinall requeſt I have, refuſe, 


* 


f To cho, the Queew f Loveghe Queen of Heaven | =_ 
5 And ſure we re too moch mov d with human =_ 


cares, PT Oy Ol Ppt 4 5 5 Wy 

| If their raſh Quarrels and inteſtine Wars 5 
Diſturb our bliGful Seats, or can create „ 3 
: Ia Gods and Goddeſſes eternal hate. £ 1 4 
The grant is eaſy, nor do I diſtruſt De 1 
Your kind Aſſiſtance i ina cauſe ſo juſt: 5 
P m going now to thoſe remote abodes, 3 . : 
=o which the ancient Parents of the Gods, . i 


Ocean 
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Ocean and Tethys Empire hold, beyond g 
5 Where the Sun rolls, and Earth receives its 


bound. 


With them I dwele, when from thoſe Realms : 


above 


Saturn was driven by the Arms of Jove; 
; The hel ps they gave my tender Years, engage 
For them th* Aſſiſtance of my riper Age: 
With grief I ſee their Strifes that bave deſtroy 5 
| T hoſe mutual Pleaſures which they once Z 


enjoy d 


b Cou'd I theſe fouds and jealouſies remove, 


And tye again the looſen d bands of Love, 
. They would for ever bleſs me, and my name 
Shou d ſtand the firſt i in the records of Fame. 


| Giveme thoſe bow ful Charms by which you 


ſway 


T he World, and x make both Gods and Men | 


Obey. 


She 
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She ſpake; nor eou'd the beauteous Queen 


: of Love, 
Refuſe the Siſter and the Wife of Jovi 
But from her ſnowy Breaſt ungirds the Lure, 


That with rich Work, and high Embroidery i 


ſhone. 5 
| In this were all thoſe ce that cou'd inſpire 


The Soul with amorous | warmth. and 87 


deſire; L 8 : 1 


Soft Glances, forward Hopes, and modeſt Fears, 
: Falſe Oaths, and tender Sighs, and Lg 


: Tears, 
The ſubtle Arts and Eloquence of Love, 


To cheat the Wiſeſt, and the ftubbora' 


move. 
Take This, ſaid ſhe, This will again revive 


. Their flames, and make their drooping Paſſion 5 


5 live. 
: The Goddeſs pleas d with her ſucceſsful wh, 


Takes the rich Gift, and: as ſhe takes i it ſmiles. 


Then : 


1 


Part of the 14th Book of Homer. 221 


Then Venus to the Heav' ns returns, whilſt She 


- Purſues her way, ſecure of Victory. 


And now ſhe came, where! in Majeſtick ſtate | 
The Father of the Gods exalted fate : 


He ſaw the Queen, and from her conquering Eyes 


; Thro all his Veins the pointed Lightning flies; 

Th' Almighty ſoon diſſolv'd with warm _ 
Feels in his Blood thoſe ſoft and tender fires : : 

Which youthful Breaſts  inflame, when firſt — | 


prove, 


With joy tranſported the ſweet chaſes of Love. : 
On her bright Form he wondring gaz'd, then 


preſt 


. Her Hand, and thus! in words himſelf addreſt. 


on wybatdeſi ign, bright Goddess, cam' t thou 
here 


: From Heay , and not thy Steeds nor Chariot = 


near? 


Jo repli d, to thoſe remote abodes 


I 30, in which the Parcats of the Gods | 


Ocean 
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Orean and Tethys Empire hold, beyond | 
Where the Sur rolls, and Earth receives its bound; z 
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For them thi aſſiſtance of my riper Age: 

Pm griev d to fee the ftrifes which have deftroy'd 
F Thoſe mutual Pleaſures which they once enjoy'd, 

| Wou d fain theſe Feuds and Jealouſies remove, 

That ſlacken and untie the Bonds of Love. 

5 My Horſes and my © hariot ready ſtand 

At Idas foot prepar d for my command: 

In haſte chither came but to receive IF 

From thee, my Husband, thy conſent and leave: : - 4 
bo would not for another” s Peace create 2 


Uneaſier Feuds at home, and worſe Debate. 
| Bur flirting Love has Wings, and cannot ſtay: 


| And gather « * re it fade the blooming joy. 
Ne'er did Divine or Human Love inſpire 


The helps they gave my tender Years, engage 


Then Jove J This J Journey you may well delay, 


Here claſp d in one anothers Arms lets lie, 


My Breaſt before wich ſuch ag ardent fire: FS 


r 9 
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Not fair Alcmena charm'd with this delight, 

Nor all the pleaſures of the extended Night; 
Not Semele, whoſe vigorous Off-ſpring ſhow'd | 
In what warm tranſports I begot the god; 


Not the freſh beauties of Latona's face, 


Nor comelier Ceres more Majeſtick Grace ; ; 


Nor even Thou thy ſelf, nor didſt thou e er 
Look ſo divinely Bright, ſo charming Fair. 


To o him the Goddeſs thus replid, Great Jove 


| This place is not a proper Scene for Love: 
- He ſhuns the buſy day, the prying Light, 


And flies to the retreat of ſilent Night. 


1 Caught by ſome god, I ſhall become their Jeſt | 
Both at the Council and the publick Feaſt ; 

When e er I'm look'd on, 1 ſhall think chey trace # 

7 © The print of pleaſure in my plowing face ; 

* Ag by my Bluſhes and my Care reveal 

5 That Secret which 1 labour to conceal. 


3 whom the Thund rer with a Smile replies 


Fear not the Gods, nor Mortals pr) ing Eyes; 


3 So 
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So thick a Cloud I'll caft around, no Ra 
Of Light ſhall iotroduce th' unwelcome Day. 


Then fir'd and Raviſh'd with her Heav 1 
Charms, . 
He ſnatch d the yielding Goddeſs: to his Arms. 
The joyful Earth was pleas'd, and ſmiling (| 12 
Her flow'ry Lap to form the fragrant Bed ; 
5 Panſies and H yacinths were ftrew'd around, 
2 And a new blooming Spring adorn'd the ground. | 
. Upon theit naked Limbs in gentle ſhowres 
„The golden Cloud Ambroſial Moiſture pours. 


N length the god with Love and Sleep oppreſt, 


: Meles i in her Arms, and figks to pleaſing Reſt. 
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EPISTLE 


To the Right Honourable 


_ H ARLE 8 


EARL of 


| Doſe and Middleſex, 


Loxp Cu i of 


| His Majeſty S Houlhold, ” 
1 i Occaſi ond by. 5 „ 
1 His nan Vittory | 


IRELAND 


; 1 the Right Hmourable 
= CHARLES MounTaGue, Baron Halifax: To 


AN 


JEPISTLE 


| The Earl | x Dorſer 
1 W* ? ſhall the King the N ation $ Genius 


raiſe, 
7 | And make us Rival our Great Edward's Days; ; 


i | Yet not one Muſe, worthy a Conqu' rors N ame, 


| Attend his Triumphs, and Record his Fame 
Z Oh Dorſet You alone this Fault can mend, _— 
The Muſes Darling, Confident, and Friend ? 


The Poets are your Charge, and, if uaſie, 


| You ſhould be Fin'd to furniſh abler Wit; 3 1 
Oblig' d to quit your Eaſe, and draw agen, . 
1 To Paiar the Greateſt Heroe, the Beſt Pen. 8 Ele 


223 An Epiſtle to the Earl of Dorſet. 


A Hero, who thus early does out- ſhine | 

The Ancient Honours of his Glorious Line; * 
And ſoaring more ſublimely to Renown, NR: 
The Mem'ry of their Pious Triumphs drown * 5 
Whoſe Actions are deliver'd o er to Fame, 


k 


As Types and Figures of His greater N ame. 


| When Fate ſome mighty Genius has deſign d, „ 
For the Relief and Wonder of Mankind, 


0 Nature takes time to anſwer the Intent, 
And climbs by ſlow Degrees, the ſteep Aſcent - 3 
She toils and labours with the growing weight, 1 

And watches carefully the Steps of Fate; * 
Tin all the Seeds of Providence unite, 

To ſet the Hero in a happy Light; ; 

Then ia a lucky and propitious Hour, 

f Exerts her Force, and calls forth all her bow. 4 


Io 


An Epiſtle to the Earl f Dorſet. 22 9 
In Naſſew's Race ſhe made this long Eſſay; 
S Heroes and Patriots prepar'd the Way, | 
. And promis dl ia their Dawn, this brighter Day : . 
. A Publick Spirit diſtinguiſh' d all the Line; 
N 5 Succeſſive Vertues in each Branch did ſhine, 1 
Till this laſtGlory roſe,and Crown' d the Great? 4 

a 


Y Bet behisName! And Peaceful lic his Grave, 
| Whodurſt his Native Soil, loſt Holland, fave: 42 


„ "Bur William's Genius takes a wider Scope, 


| And gives the Injur'd, in all Kingdoms, Hope: 5 
Born to ſubdue inſulciog Tyrants Rage, 
The Ornament and Terror of the Age; 
1 The Refuge, where afflicted Nations find | 
Re' ief from thoſe Oppreſſors of M ankiad, 


WhomLaws reſtrain not, and no Oaths can bind. i 
Him, their Deliv' rer, Europe does confeſs, | fe 


All Tongues extol, and al Religions Bleß; 8 
2 1 The 


230 An Epiſtle to the Earl of Dorſet: 
The Po, the Danube, Betis, and the Rhine, 
United in his Praiſe, their Wonder join: 
While in the Publick Cauſe he takes the Field? 
And ſhelter'd Nations Fight behind his Shield 
His Foes themſelves dare not Applauſe refuſe : 


| And ſhall ſuch Actions want a faithful Muſe? 
Poets have this to boaſt; Wirhout their Aid, 
T be freſheſt Lawrels, vipp'd by ne, fade, 

And Virtue to Oblivion is betray d: 1 
The proudeſt Honours have a narrow = How,” 5 


Ualeſs they vindicate their Names from Fate. 


But who is equal t to ſuſtain che Part! 10 
: Dryden has N umbers ; But he wants a Hear * 


Enjoin da Penance (which 3 is too ſevere 
For playing once the Fool) to Perſevere. 
| Others, who knew the Trade, have laid i it down; ; 1 


Ind, looking round, 1 find you ſtand alone. 


How, 


1 
4 
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| How, Sir! can you, or any Englib Muſe, = 
. Our Country 's Fame,our Monarch's Arms,refuſe? 


Tiis not my Wantof ann but ail, 5 
Makes me decline what I can ne er fulfil; _ 
I cannot ſing of Conqueſts, as I ought, 


= And my Breath fails to ſwell a lofty Note. 
| Tknow my Compaſs, and my Muſes Size, 


1 In eaſy N umbers looſely to convey, 
what mutual F rieadſhip wou'd at Diſtance fa. 


TE She loves to Sport and Play, but dares not Riſe; 8 1 
= Idly affects in this familiar Way, - : i 


= | Poets aſſume another Tone and Voice, : - 
' 5 Wen Victory 5 their Theam, and Arms their 
Choice. 1 i 
: Tofollow Heroes in the Chace of few, ” 
AsksForce,andHeat,andFancywing' dwithFlame? 
” What Words can paint the Royal Warrior 8 Face? 
: What Colours can the Figure boldly raiſe? ED 
8 . 24 . When | 


132 41 Epiſtle to the Earl of Dorſet. 
| Whencover'd o'er with comely Duſt and Smoke, 
He pierc'd the Foe, and thickeſt Squadrons broke? 
His bleeding Arm, ſtill painful with the Sore, 
Which, in his Peoples Cauſe, the Pious Father bore: 
Whom , Cleaving through the Troops a Glorious 
Way, | Eh 
Not the United Forceof Nene Hellc cou'd ay 


Oh h Deu! Lam rais'd, bm all on Fire, = 
And if my Strength could anſwer my Deſire, 
In Speaking Paint this Figure ſhould be ſeen, 2 
Like? ove his Grandeur, and like Mars his Mien; | 3 
And Gods deſcending ſhould Adorn the Scene. 


See, See! Upon the Bank of Boyne | he Rands TY 
By his own view adjuſting his Commands ; ; 
Calm and Serene the Armed Coaſt ſurveys, 
And in cool thoughts, the difftent chances weighs: | 
Then fir d with fame, and eager of Renown, 
Baan to end che War, and fix the Throne. 

From 


An Epiſtle to the Earl of Dorſet, | 233 


From wing to wing the Squadrons bending ſtand, 
And cloſe their ranks to meet their Kingscommand. 


The Drums and Trumpets 1: ep, the | rightly 


| Noiſe 


of Neighing Steeds, and Cannons louder Voices 


Suſpended in Attention, baniſh far 
All Hoftile Sounds, and huſh the Dinn of War: : 
Ihe ſilent Troops ſtretch forth an eager Look, 


* Liſt ning with joy, while thus their Gen' ral ſpoke. 


© x 


*Come Fellow: Soldiers, Follow me once more, | 


” And fix the Fate of Europe on that Shore ; 4 
Your Courage only waits from me the Word, 
| But England: 8 Happineſs Commands my $word. 


la her Defence I ev'ry Part will bear, 


: The Soldier 5 Danger, and the Prince s Care, * 5 


And envy any Arm an equal Share. f 


Set all that” 8 dear to Men before your Sight, : 4 


For Laws, Religion, Liberty, we Fight; 


* 


234 41 Eypiſtle to the Earl of Dorſet. 
To ſave your Wives from n from | 


Flame, 


Redeem your Country ſold, and vindicate her 


N ame : 


Ar whoſe Requeſt, and timely Call I coſe, 
To tempt my Fate, and all my Hopes expoſe . 


- Strugled with adverſe Storms, and Winter-Seas, 
Ikhut in my Labours you might find your Eaſe. 


Let other Monarchs dictate from afar, 

. And write the empty Tbs of their War, 
In lazy Palaces, ſupinely Ruſt ; 
My Sword ſhall juſtific my people $ Truſt. 

ö xp For which But 1 your Victory delay; 3 
Crone on,T, andmy Genius lead che way. | 


He id.! New Life and 4 Joy ran thro? the Hoſt, d 


a And ſenſe of Danger in their Wonder loſt; 


i Precipitate they plunge i into the Flood, | 
5 Ia vain a the Waves the Banks, the Men withſtood. oo 


The 


An Epiſtle to the Earl of Dorſet. 235 

The K 1 N o leads on, the K1NG does all inflame, 
The K N 6—and carries Millions in the Name. 
As when the ſwelling Ocean burſts his Bounds, : 


8 And, foaming , overwhelms the neighb'ring 
= Grounds, 


1 The roaring Deluge, ruſhing headlonge on, 


7 Sweeps Cities in its Courſe, and vers whole Fo” 
1 reſts down; 


1 80 on the toe the firm Battalions preſt, 


And, He, like the Tenth Wave drove on the reſt 
Fierce,Gallant, Young, He ſhot thro? ev'ry Place, \ 
 VUrgingi their Fli ght, and hurrying on the Chace, 
J He . upon their rear or lightnedi in their face.] 


Joop! Stop! brave Prince! Ally chat Gen _ — 


F lame, . 
5 Enough i is given to England, and to Fame. 


1 Remember, Sir, you in the Center ſtand, 7 
Europe divided Int'reſts you Command, 0 
All their Deſigns uniting in Four? Hand. 


Down — 


And routed Armies rally on the Plain, 
| But Ages are requir a to raiſe ſo great a Man! q ) 


Hear how the Waves of French Ambition roar, } | 
Diſdaining Bounds, and breaking on the Shore, > 


Which you ordain'd to curb their wild deſtru-) . | 


5 236 An Epiſtle to o the Earl of Dorſet. 
Down from your Throne deſcends the Golden 


Chain, 


Which does the Fabrick of our World fulain; 
That once difolv'd by any fatal ſtroke, 
The Scheme of all our HappineGs is broke. 


Stop! Stop brave Prince! Flects may repair . 


again, 


Cive Pow? r: 


5 T hat strength re mov d; Again, Again they flow, | 
. Lay Europe waſte, nor Laws, nor Limits know. 14 


Stop! Stop! brave Prince! What does your 
Muſe, Sir, faint? 


Proceed, Purſue his Conqueſts—- Faith, leant:- 


My 


= Tranſported and Amaz'd. 


Ia humble Verſe, provoking you to Rhime, 


= There tis immortal Fame, and bigh Renown, - 
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My Spirits ſink, and will no longer bear; 
Raptureand Fury carry'd me thus far. 


That Rage once ſpent, I can no more ſuſtain * 
Your Flights, your Energies, and Tragic u | 


But fall back to my Nat'ral Pace again; 
1 wiſh there were more Doſes at this time. 


Oh! if i in France this Hero had been 1 1 
"x What glittering * Tinſel would His Acts Adorn 3 


T0 ſteal a Country, and to buy a Town: 


i There Triumphs are 'r Kings and Kingdomsſ ſold, 


| A nd Captive Virtue led 1 in Chains of Gold. 


8 If Courage cou'd, like Courts be kept i in Pay, 4 


What Sums wou'd Louis give, that France 5 


„ might ſay, 5 1 ( 7 
T hat Victory follow'd,where he bis the way? ?) 
He all his Conqueſts wou d for this refund, 


And take th Equivalent, a Glorious Wound. = 
8 Eb hen 
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Then, what Advice to ſpread his real Fame, 
Wou d paſs between Verſailles and No tredame? 
Their Plays, their Songs, would dwell gas his 


Wound, 


And Opera's repeat no other Sound; 
Boyne wou d for Ages, be the Painter's Theam, 
The Goblins Labour, and the Poets Dream; 


The wounded Arm wou'd furniſh all their Rooms, | 


And bleed for ever Scarlet i in the Looms : 
Boilear with this wou d Plume his Artful Pen, 
| And can your Muſe be filet: ? Think agen. 


Spare your Advice z And fince you have = 


begun 


Finiſh your own Defign, the Work i is done. 


Done Nothing s Done, Nt ot the Dead Colours . 
laid, 


And the moſt Glorious Scenes Rand undifplay. d. - 
we + Thouſand Gen' rous Actions cloſe the Rear; 3 | 
A Thouſand Virtues, fill behind, ſtand crouding 


to appenr. "x" Þ| 
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The Quxx her ſelf, the charming Q 
ſhould Grace '< 

The Noble Piece, and, in an Artful Place, f 
| Soften War's Horror with her lovely Face. 


Who can omit the QueaN's auſpicious Smile, 
The Pride of the Fair Sex,the Goddeſs of our 11.1 


5 Who can forget, what all admir d of late, 

Her Fears for Him, her prudence for the State ? 

- Diſſembling Cares, ſhe ſinooth d ber Looks with 
Grace, 

= Doubts i in her Heart, and Pleaſure i in her Face 

438 danger did approach, her Spirits roſe, 
And, putting on the King, diſmay d his Foes. Ts 

N ow, all in Joy, ſhe Gilds the chearful Court, . 
TInev'ry Glance deſcending Angels ſport. 


As on the Hills of Cyathus, or the Meads 
Of cool Eurotas, when Diana leads 
The Chorusof her Nympbs, who there advance 


| A Thouſand a Maids,and form the Dance: - 
The 


240 An Epiſtle to the Earl of Dorſet. 
The ſtately Goddeſs with a Graceful Pride, 
sweet and Majeſtick, does the figure guide; 


. Treading in juſt and eaſie Meaſures round 


(The silver Arrows on her Shoulders ſound * 
| She walks above them All. Such is the Scene 
Of the Bright Circle, and the * Qu EE N. 


Theſe Sap do, my Lord, your Skil Com- 
mand, 


- Theſ: none may touch witha an unhallowd Hand: : 1 


Tender the Strokes muſt be, and nicely Writ, 
Diſguis d Encomiums muſt be hid i in Wit, 
Which Modeſty, like theirs, will e er admit ; ; 
: Who made no other ſteps to ſuch a Throne, 
| But to Deſerve, and t receive the Crown. 
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E P ISTL E 


„„ 
Charles Mountagne Eſq; 


SIR, 
Pleas'd my paſt Follies kindly to commend, 2 
And fondly loſe the Critick in the Friend; 


\ Ince you oft invite me to renew 


An Art I've either loſt, or never knew, 


Th6 my warm Youth untimely be decay d, - 


From Grave to Dull inſenſibly betray d, 
I contradict the Humour of the Times, 
8 (lnclin d to Bus neſs, and averſe to Rhimmes) 5 
: And to obey the Man! love, in ſpight „ 
Of the World's Genius, and my own, I L Write, Os 1 


R 2 £2, But | 


| 244 An FpiſtletoC. Mountague Eſq, 
But think not that Ivainly do aſpire 


SD Rival what 1 only wou'd Admire, 
The Heatand Beauty of your Manly Thought, 


And Force like that with which your Heide 
fought. 


Like Saupſons Riddle is that powerful Song, 
Sweet as the Honey, as the Lion ſtrong 3 
The Colours there ſo Artfully are hid, 


They fear no Luſtre, andt they want no Shade; 


But ſhall of Writing a juſt Model give, 
W hüe Bene. hal flow and Lilliaimi 's /sGlory live. 


Yet {i nce bis ev ry Ag may we” infuſ e 
Some hap Py Rapture! in the humbleſt Muſe, 


Tho mine deſpaus to reach the wondrous) 
EE. - 1 N 


She prunes her pinnions „eager of the flight 5 7 
= The King's theTheme, and I've a9. ed Right. 5 
55 When! Aliant $ Deeds, and reſc cu'd Europe” s Joy 


Do ev ery Tongne and ev'ry Pen employ, 
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An Epiſile to C. Mountague, Eſq; 245 
'Tis to think Treaſon ſure to ſuew no Zeal, 
And not to Write, is almoſt to Rebel. 


Let Albion then forgive her Meaneſt Son, 


Who wou'd continue what her Beſt begun; 


S Who JeavingConqueſts, andthePompof War, 


Won 'd ſing the Pions king's divided Care; 
5 How eagerly he few when Euro oe 5 Fate 
Did for the Seed of future Actions wait; 
And howtwo Nations did with Tranſportboal 
Which was below d, andlov'd the V ictor moſ : 
How joytt J Belgia gratefally Prepar d | 
Trophics and Vows for! her returning Lord; 
How the Fair Ifle with rival Paſſion ſtrox 85 
How by her Sorrow ſhe expreſt her Lor 2 


When he withdrew from what his Arm had 
e 


and how th Picſt his way, yctigird, and = | 


Is it decres d my He TOC vi er ſhall Reſt, 
Ne're be of me, and | of him poll: t > 


Nr e 


246 An Fpiſtle to C. Mountague ary - 
Scarce had I met his Virtue with my Throne, 
(By Right, by Merit, and by Arms his own) 
But Treland' 8 freedom, and the Wars alarms 
Call d him from me and his Marias Charms. 5 
Oh gen rous Prince! too prodigally kind, 
Can the diffuſive Goodneſs of your Mind 


Be in no bounds, but of the World conſin d 
Shou d ſinki ng Nations ſummon you away, 


Maria 5 Love might juſtific your ſtay. 


Imperfeckly the many Vows are paid, — 
| |  Whichfor your Safety to the Gods were made, 
ll 5 While on the Boyne they labour d to out- do 
| Pour Zeal for Albion by their Care for You; 


When too impatient of a Glorious Eaſe, 


You tempt new Dangers on the Winter Seas. | 
The Belgick State has reſted long ſecure 
Within the Circle of thy Guardian power; 3 


Rear 'd by thy Care that noble Lion, grown 
Mature in ſtrength, can range the Woods alone: — 1 


ans. 
"+ 


3 
* 1 


Whe * 
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Ax Epiſtle 10 C. Movenigne tf, 247 
When to my Arms they did the Prince reſign, 


5 IBleſt theChange,and thoughthim wholly mine; 
5; Conceiv'd long Hopes I jointly ſhou d obey 
His ſtronger, and Maria's gentle Sway, 


He fierce as Thunder, ſhe as Lightning bright ; 


One my Defence, and t'other my Delight. 
Yet go—w here Honour calls the Heroe, go; 
Nor let your Eyes bcho!d how mine do flow; 
Go,m meet your Country 'sJoy, your Virtue” 8 Due, 
Receive their Triumphs, and prepare for new; 
| Enlarge my Empire, and let France afford 
The next large Harveſt to chy proſp rous Sword; 
Again, in Crecy let my Arms be rear d, 
And o'r the Continent Britania feard; 
While under Mary $ Turelary Care, 
Far from the Danger, or the Noiſe of War, 
1 In Honourable Pleaſure I poſſeſs 
; The Spoils. of C onqueſt, and the Charms of Peace. 


As the Great J. amp by which the Globe i is Bleſt, 


Conſtant in Toi! , and Ignorant of Reſt, 
| N Tpbrö 


P 5 


248 An Epiſtle to C. Mountague Eſq; 
Theo diffrent Regions does his Courſe purſue, 
And leaves one World but to revive a nF; 

While, by a pleaſing Change, the Queen of Night 
Relieves his Luſtre with a milder Light: = 
| So when your Beams do diſtant Nations chear 
The Partner of your Crown ſhall mount theSphere, 
| Able alone my Empire to ſuſtain, 
And carry on the Glories of thy Reign | 
| Br why has Fate maliciouſly decreed, 
: Thar greateſt Bleſſings, muſt by turns ſucceed ? | 


Here ſhe relented, wal would urge his "WE 

| By all that Fondneſs, and that Grief could ſay ; ; 
Bur ſoon did her preſaging Thoughts employ 

: On Scenes of Triumphs and returning Joy : 
Thus,like theTide, while her unconſtant Breaſt 8 
Was ſwell'd with Rapture, by Def] pair depreſt, ; 
Fate calld ; The Heroe muſt his way purſue, 5 
5 And her Crics leſſen; as the Shore withdrew, 5 
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An Epiſtle to C. Mountague Eſq; 249 
The Winds were ſilent, and the Gentle Main 


Bore an Auſpicous Omen of his Reign, 


When Neptune, owning whom thoſe Seasobey, 
| Nodded, and bad the chearful Tritons play. 


| Each choſe a diff rent Subject for their Lays, 


But Orange was the burthen of their Praiſe: 


Some in their Strains up to the Fountain run, 


From whence this Stream of Virtue felt begun; | 


Others choſe Heroes of a latter Date, 


And ſung the * Founder of the neighb'ring State. 
How daringly he Tyranny withſtood, 


And Seal d his Country O freedom with his Blood. | 


Then to the two Illuftrious F Brethren came, 


The Glorious Rivals of their F ather's Fame: 
i, And to the Tut, whoſe pregnant Hopes out-ran 


The fieps of Tyme, and carly ſhew 1 che Man. 


$m— 


— —— z O——— — 


—— 


* William. 


I Maurice and 11 wry, 
,  Willam, | 


250 An Epiſtle toC, Mountague Eſq; 
For whoſe Alliance Monarchs did contend, 
And gave a Daughter to ſecure a Friend. 

But as, by Nature's Law the Phænix dies, 
That from its Urn a Nobler Bird may rile, 
So Fate ordain'd the Parent ſoon ſhou'd ſet 
To make the Glories of * hi Heir complear 


Ar is 2 8 Name each fl'd his vocal Shell, | 


And on the happy Sound rejoic d to dwell; 
Some ſung his Birth, and how diſcerning Fate 


T% Sav'd Infant Virtue againſt powerful Hate; 


: Of pois nous Snakes, by young Alcides quelbd, 


And * that ſpread the more, the more with- + 
hel - 


Some ſung Sem, and 4 wonders done - 
* che bold Youth, Himſelf a War de: 


* His pres Mojeſt. 


ant | 


An Epiſtle to C. Mountague Eſq; 251 
And how his firmer Courage did oppoſe + 8 
His Country's foreign and inteſtine Foes, 
The Lion He, who held their Arrows cloſe. 
. Others ſung Perſcus, and the injur 'd Maid, 
Redeem d by the wing 'd Warrior's timely Aid; 


Or in myſterious Numbers did unfold 

Sad modern Truths wrapt up in Tales of old; 
How Saturn, fluſh d with Arbitrary Power, 
Deſign d his lawful Iſſue to devour, 

N But Jove, (reſery d for better Fate) vithſtood 
| The black Contrivance of the doating God; 3 
3 With Arms he came, His guilry Father fled, 

(Twas Hal ſecur'd his frighted Head) 

And by His Flight reſign'd his empty Throne 0 


wy And T ripple Empire to his Worthier Son. 


Tben i in one e Note cheir Artful Force they join 
= Eager to reach the Vitor and the Boyne 


252 An Epiſtle to C. Abbes Eſq; 
How on the wond'ring Bank the Heroe ſtood, 

Laviſhly Bold and deſperately Good ; 

Till Fate, deſigning to convince the Brave 


That they can dare no more than Heav n can ſave, 


TFF ˙ OP IT Tn” 


Let Death approach, and yet with- held the ſting, 
Wounded the Ai, diſtinguiſhing the xing. 


They had enlarg'd, bur found the Scrain tes 
ſtrong, 25 


And i in loft Notes alayd che bolder Sang: | 
_ Flow, gentle Boyne, (they cry d and round thy Bed | 
_ For ever may victorious Wreaths be { {pread; | 


No more may Travellers deſire to know 


T where Simois and Granicts did flow ; 


Nor Rubicon, a poor forgotten Stream. 
Be, or the Soldiers Rant, or Poet's Theme; 
All Waters ſhall unite their Fame i in Thee, 


Loft i in thy Waves as thoſe are in the Sea, 


They Breath'd afreſh, unwilling _ give N | 
And bege'd thick Miſts long to conceal] the Shore; | | | 


Smooth Þ 


An EpifiletoC. Mountague Eſq; 253 
© Smooth was the Liquid Plain; the ſleeping Wind, I 
| More ro rhe Sea, than to its Maſter, kind, 


| Detain'd a Treaſure, which we value more 
3 Thar n All the Deep eier hid, or Waters bore. - 


But He, with a Superiour Genius born, 


4 Treats Chance with Inſolence, and Death with 


Scorn ; j 

Darkneſs and Ice in vain obſtruct his way, 
Holland i is near, and Nature muſt Obey; 
Charg'd with our Hopes the Boat lecurely rode, 


For Ceſar « and his Fortune were the Load. 


Wich eager Tranſport Beleis i met her Son, 


E Yet trembling for the danger He had run; 


Till certain of her Joy, ſhe bow'd her Head, 
Confelt her Lord, Bleſt his Return, and ſaid, 


1 Paſſion by long Abſence does improve, 
b And makes that Rapture which before was Love, Wy 


Think on my old, my intermitted Bliſs, 5 


* and by my former Pleaſure meaſure this; 


Not 


254 An Epiſtle to C. Mountague Eſq; 
Nor by theſe feeble Pillars which I raile, 
Unequal to ſuſtain the Heroe s praiſe, 


Too faint the Colours, and too mean the Art 


To repreſent Your Glories, or my Heart: 


5 Theſe humble Emblems are deſign d to how, 
| Not how we wou'd Reward, but what we Owe. 
| Here from your Childhood take a ſhort Review, | | 
How Holland's Happineſs advanc'd with you; ; 

How her ſtour V eſſel did in Triumph ride, | 


And mock'd the Storms, while Orange was her | 


Guide. Lo 


What ſince has been our Fare—1 need not ſay, : 5 
: (II! ſuiring with the Bleffings of the day 5 ; 
Our better Fortune with our Prince was gone; ; 
Conqueſt was only there where He led on. 
Like the Palladium, whereſoe' er You 20, 
5 You turn all Death and Danger on che Foe. 
In You we but too fadly underſtood 


How Angels have their Spheres of doing Good; 1 
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7 
35 
Do 
* 
7 
7 
et 
78 
YH 
e 
— 
. 
Is 
* 
£4 
iT 
ha 
"A 
6 


An Epiſtle to C. Mountague Eſq; 255 
| Elſe the ſame Soul which did YourTroops poſſeſs, 
And Crown'd their daring Courage with Succeſs, 
Had taught our Fleet to triumph o'er the Main, = 


And Fleurus had been till a guiltleſs Plain. 


What pity tis, ye Gods! an Arm and Mind 
Like Yours, ſhou'd be to time and place conſin oy 2 

But Thy return ſhall fix our kinder fate, 

: For Thee our Councils, Thee our Armics wait; 
Diſcording Princes ſhall with Thee combine, 

And center all their Intereſts in Thine, _ 

Proud of Thy Friendſhip, ſhall forego their 5 way. 
As Rome Her great Dictator did obey; => 
And all united make a Gordian knot, 


Which neither Craft ſhall looſe nor Force ſhall cut. : 
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And thou too long haſt miſ⸗ employ 'd thy Pen, 


A ſullied Fame to brighten and refine, 
That never did with real Luſtre ſhine, 

While, as one, flatrer'd by too fair a Glaſs, 

Views but the wanted Beauties of his Face + : 

So Lenis, in thy lofry Praiſe, does ſee 

| Not what he is, bur what he wants to be. 

: Ard he muſt all his boaſted Glories own, 2 ; i | 


| Not from himbelf deri; d, but thee alone ; 
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Alone eur Boilean. 


OO long, Great Man, thy Muſe has try d 
%% 


Thy Monarch 8 ſinkingCredit rofl uſtain; ; 


To make the worſt appear the beſt of Men; 


* 3 
. . 
—— ee 


1 N en———_ Whoſe 


260 An Eviſile to Monfeu Bolleau. 
Whole Mule ſo well does his mean Deeds rehearſe, 
Thar he becomes Immortal in thy Verſe; 

But to thy Verſe no laſting Fame can give, 

In recompence for what he does receive. 
Leave, leave him then to raiſe his own Renow n, 
And win the Laurels chat his Temples Crown 
A better Cauſe, and Nobler Subject chuſe, 

. That may inſpire, as it employs, thy Mule: 

May with thy elevated Senſe agree, 

” And copious as thy boundleſs Fancy be; | 

= A Heroe, whoſe bright Fame may gild thy Bays, 2 | 


And more e thy Name chan thou his Glory raiſe 


Ses, lee, his Cong ring Sword Great « Noſe " 2 
draus; 

Not yagi y Bribes, but Merits by applauſe: - 

His brave Exploits afford thy Muſe a Theme 

Equal to that, as chat is worthy them. 

| The Titles te, in Fame $ Records does hold, 

Are putchas d by his Valour, not his Cold. 


He 


PSY FIR 


An Epiſile to Monfreur Boileau. 26 1 


He ows his Glory to Himſelf alone, 


And Acquiſition makes it all his own. 


Whilſt Lewis rarely does in Arms appear, 
Jor then to Fight, but follow i in the Rear: 


Our Monarch charging in the Front we ſee; 

None more Expos d, none e leſs Concern d chan He 
Who lets his Soldiers on no Dangers go, 

| Bur what, as he Commands, he Leads them to : 
| Thus, raught by his Example co obey, 


They bravely follow, as he ſhews the way. 


Nor ſo, your King; he ſtill declines the right, 


Nor ſhuns the Danger only, bur irs Sight 5 
Yer with unmerited Succeſs grown vain, 
He boaſts of Conqueſts he did never gain. 
His Breaches were from Golden Batt ries made, 
; And our loſt Tow ns not taben, but betray” d. 


Thus w hen ſome Place by Purckaceis made fare 


0 His Perſon. and his Honour tco, ſccure, 


Then 


— 4 


26 2 An 2 to Mon /. eur Boileau. 


Then the Triumphant Monarch takes the Field, 


And gains the Town that waited ſo to yield. 


This makes him with affected Greatneſs ſwell, 


And boaſt his Arms as irreſiſtible; 
His Archesare by ſuch Atchievements rear d: 
Thus Lewis Fights, and thus is to be Fear d. ; 


But ſince he 1 che Scene is alter 'd now, 
And chat his Treaſure, as his Courage, low, 
Will not the old prevailing Mcans afford, 


; That more enlarg d! h is Conqueits, than his Sword, | 


He forms no hopeleſs Siege, makes no Campaign, ; : 


From which he knows ſhe ſhall no Honour gain? : 


Bur ro the Field has wiſely ſent his Son, 
5 To bear the blame of loſing what he won; 
For all the Conqueſt he this Year can boat, : 
Is that in Running, his Succeſs was molt : 
While Ely: 5 reduc'd to ſerve its Native Lord; 


| Not as was loft but ſtorm d w vichFire andSword ; 
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An pille; to Monſieur Boileau. 263 


Which proves as irreſiſtible a Pow'r 

In F»eliſh Courage, as French Gold before; 
And that our x I V all Conqueſt does deſpiſe, 
Which any Price but glorious Danger buys. 


Now een Army,whoſe Renown we knew 


More to its Numbers than its Bray ry due; 

Equall di in Strengrh, in Valour i is out · done, L 
And while Huy falls, ſtands tamely looking on: 

80 by Great Willans Conqu ring Arms diſimay d, 
The Generals durſt not venture to its Aid: 
| Happy they could their own Intrenchments keep, 
Thou gh dug, ro ſuirtheir low-ſunk Spirits, deep. 
Yer ſcarce they loſt their Apprehenſion there, 


Nor as from Danger, were ſecur'd from Fear, 


h Till they, for greater Safety, left the Place, 
| Not loaden now with Trophies, burDiſgrace; 


: Such Conqueſts L mis this Campaign has won, 


Such Wiege Fate decreed his Glorious don. 5 


22 


„ 


264 An Epiſile to Monfiear Boileau. 
But ſince no Honours from the barren Field 
He reaps, what Laure. J did the Ocean yield? I 
Thar ſure his ruin'd Credit will repair, 
And own his long-pretended Power there. 

bs But as if both the Elements agreed = 
From his Uſurp d Dominion to be freed, 

The Sea no longer Tribute docs afford, 

Bur juſtly pays it to the Ancient Lord; 


Whoſe conqu ring Fleets aſſerr their Natiye Right | 
While the French Navy thugs the dreaded Sight, FE 


i And ſees it felf in its own Ports confin'd, 

6 By Fear more pow” «ful chan an adverſe Wind. 5 
80 when the ſcaly Soy reign of the Seas, 

ö Himſelf within his Liquid Realm does pleaſe, 
And with wiſe Finns ranges che Briny Flood; 1 
To rake his paſtime there, or ſcek his Food; TY 


His frighred Vallals hide their ſhining k Heads 


; la the kind Coy ert of concealing Weeds. 


Our foatin Squadrons now cheirRight regain, s 


And unobMudted Wanton rhrov gh the Main, 
54 T: 2 . „ 1 
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With Sacrifice of flaming Towns aſſwage: 
Whoſe Sable Smoak, aſcending ro the Sky, 


| Mourns for the Structures that in Aſhes ly. 


Inſult the Galliet Coaſts, and their juſt Rage 


While ſtrange Confuſion ſpread along the Shore, 
Makes Eng lands Power Rever'd as heretofore, 


Nor does one Fleet alone her fame advance ; 


; The Joys i in Spain equal the Fears in France. 


And Barcellona all Attempts defies, 


While on our Monarch 8 Succour ſhe relies, 


And ſhelter'd by his Navy J ſpreading Wiogs, 


She triumphs i in che ſure Defence it brings. 


Thus Spain, by our Eliſa ſhook before, 5 
= now ſupported by great Willian' O Pow c. 
Then i in his Praiſes let fam d Boilean Join, 
9 And to his Side, like Victory. incline: 3 
Whale daring Soul, and ever· conqu ring Sword 
Will endleſs Matter for thy” Verſe afford : 


266 An Epiſtle to Monſieur Boileau. 


But if thou wilt a ſervile Labour chuſe, 
Where Arbitrary. Pom r enſlaves thy Muſe; 

And does thy Thoughts to narrowBounds confine, 

Which Heav'n for boundleſs Subjects did deſign: : 
' know, our fam dPrince can his ownTrophies raiſe, 


And courts as little as he wants thy Praiſe. 


Nor, if ſuch Means his Glory could advance, 


| Wou'd he have need to be oblig d to France; | 


; Since his own Realms abound with Men of Sence, : 


And famous for Poctick Excellence. 


Whole lofty Verſe your humble Strain exceeds, | 


As much as his your meaner Patron's Deeds. 
Witneſs the Muſe that firſt in Songs Divine, 
Deſcrib' d his Fight and Conqueſt at the Boyne. 
That which moſt pleas d, was difficult to tell, 
The Field ſo brayely won, or r ſung ſo well. 

: Wicneſs that happy Pen that did relate 


His Glorious Voyage to che Belrick State; my 


And gave the World a Proof with how much 7 


| Our Poets Write, when them our Kings inſpire: 


Bit 
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But our Gteat Monarch's Praiſes ſhould no more, 
Than his large Soul be bounded by our Shore; 
Far as his Victories, his ſpreading Fame ſhould - 


ſound 


And bei in every Tongue, as every Land Renown'd; 
Then Boileau, let thy Muſe begin her lofty Flight, 
| The ſhe muſt ſtill deſ pers to reach the wondrous 


Hei ht. 
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Hung in the Fallance of a Joubrful ate, 


When One bright N ymagh the gan ring ( Clouds 
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An ODE in Memory of the Queen. 269 


And all the Griefs of Albjon Heal d. 
Her the United Land Obey d, 
No more to Jealouſies inclin' 4 


Nor fearing Pow'r with ſo much Vine j Join d. 


She knew her Task, and nicely underſtood | 


To what Intention Kiags are made, 


= Not for their own, bur for rheir Peoples good 


'Twas that prev ailing argument alone, ; 


; Derermin 4 Her to fill the vacant Throne. 


And yet with Sadness ſhe bebeld 
A Crown devolving on her Head, 
(By the Exceſſes of a Prince miſled ) 
When by her Roy al Birth eompell d 


; To what her God, and W hat her Country « claim d, Y 


(Tho! by a Servile raction blam' d) 


5 How graceful were the Tears the ſhed! | 
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Againſt our Ifle the Pow'r of France was Arm d, 


Here Ruling Arts in all their Luſtre ſnin'd; 


The Winds themſelves were by her Influence 
Charm'd: 


Whilſt Her Authority and Care ſupply'd 


That Safety which the) want of Troops deny d, : 


Secure and undiſtur d the Scene 


; Of Albion ſeem d, and like Her Ey es, Serene: 
Vain was chr Invader 8 Force, Revenge and. Pride, 


Maria Reign d, and Heay* n was on our ſide. : 


The Sceptre, by! Her Self unſought, 


: Gave double Proofs of Her Heroick Mind; 

With Skill ſhe ſvay di it, and wich Eaſe 140 d; 

So the Dictator, from Retirement brought, 
. Repelbd the Danger chat did Rome Alarm, 


"I And then return'd contented to his Farm. 
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Ti 7 
fatal to the Fair and Young, 
Accurſt Diſeaſe, how long 
Have wretched Mothers mourn d thy Rage, 
Rob'd of the Hopes and Comfort of their Age 2 
From the Unhappy Lover s ſide 


How often haſt thou torn che Blooming Bride! 
Now like a Tyrant, riſing by degrees 


To worſe Extreams, and blacker Villanies, 


practis di in Ruine for ſome 8 Ages paſt, 


11 hou haſt brought forth a Gen' ral one at laſt! ' 


Common Diſaſters Sorrow raiſe, 
But Heavens ſevereſt Frowns amaze! 


The Q EEN——a Word, a Sound, 


| of Nations once the Hope, and firm Supporr, 


Wealth of the needy, Guard of the Oppreſt, 
The Joy of All, the Wiſeſt and the Belt; ; 


A \ Name chat Ecchoes did rebound | 
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"The Smal Pur it mur. how v in Eoghnd ao 250 Tears, 
With 
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272 An O DE in Memory of. 
With loud Applauſe from Neighb'ring Shores 
( Their Admiration, the Delight of Ours) 
Becoms Unutterable now! 
The Crowds i in that defected 2 ourt 
Where languiſhing M ARIA lay, 

Want Pow' r to ask the News they came to no, 


Silent their prooping | Heads they bow ; 5 


Silence it ſelf proclaims th . Foe! z 


Ev en He (MAR 14 $ larcſt Care) 


| Whom Winter Scaſons nor *Contending 2 


Nor warchful Fleers cold from his Glorious pur- | 


pole move, 
Intrepid | iu the Storms of Wat, 
And in the midſt of flying Deaths ſedate, 


: N ow Trembles,now He ſinks beneath the mighty 


Weight, | 
The Heroe to che Man gives way. 


= F — 2 * 4 4 * Y . 
"EN c „ ES NF eg e 
* r d c aroe to 
% dc ES OPUS Eh tg 3 
a e e W Py 
PE CE Rei Er TILS Sy DPS EL ee 62 e 


F 8 R 
Wl, 2 „ 
e 


Foul Weather. 2 
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Her late Majeſty Q. MARY. 273 


av. 


' Unhappy Ifle, for half an Age a Prey 


To fierce Diſſention, or Deſpotick Sway, 
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Redem'd from Anarchy to be Undone 


AI a 


By the miſtaken Meaſures of the Throne; 
Thy Monarchs meditating dark Deſ igns, 
Or boldly throwing oft the Maſque, 

(Fond of the Pow' 8 unequal to the Task) 


Thy ſelf without the leaſt remaining figns 
1 Ancient Virtue, ſo depray'd, 

# As ev'n they wiſh d to be Enſlav d, 

1 What more than Humane Aid 

Cold raiſe Thee from a State ſo low; 

protect Thee from thy Self, thy greateſt Foe? 
. Something Czleſtial ſure, a Heroine 

: Of Matchleſs Form and a Majeſtick Mien; ; 

By all Reſpedted, Fear d, but more Beloy d, 

: More than Her Laws, Her great Example: moy'd: 


274 An ODE in Memory of, &c. 
The Bounds that in Her God-like Mind 
Were to Her Paſſions (et, ſeverely ſhin'd, 
But that of doing Good was Unconfin'd. 
So Juſt, that abſolute Command, 


Deſtructive i in another Hand, 


in Hers had chang'd irs Nature, had been uſeful ; 


made. 
Oh! Had She ner 0 ſtaid! 
Leſs ſwiftly — Her Native Heavy n retir rd, 
: For Her the Harps of Albion had been lung; 3 


E Th Harmonious Nine could never have aſpir d | 


To a more Lofty and Immortal Song. 
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ON THE 


Late Horrid Conſpiracy. | 
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wy Mr. STEPAET. 
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CE 


: obey d, 
finding his + Royal Enemy betray 1. 


And in his Chariot by vile Hands op preſs d, d. 


With Noble Pity, and juſt Rage poſſeſs d, 


Wepr at his Fall from ſo lublime a State, 


And * the ans J Death . che Fats 


2 | The gent rous c, w. ben the Roman knew 


1 A* Coward King had creacherouſly ſlain 


+ hom ſcarce He foildo on the Phu ſulian Plain : 
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276 On the late Horrid Conſpiracy. 


The Doom of his Fam'd Rival he bemoan'd, 


And the baſe Author of the Crime dethron'd. 


Such were the virtuous Maxims of the Great, 


Free from the ſervile Arts of barb ' rous Hate 1 


They knew no Foe, bur i in the open Field, 


And to their Cauſe and to the Gods appeal'd. 
So WILLIAM Ads — And if his Rivals dare ; 
Diſpute his Reign by Arms, He' l meet 'em there 
Where Fave, as once on Ids, holds the Scale, 
: And lets the Good, the Juſt, and Brave, prevail. 
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1% Oroonoko. 


H an vn bor Head. 
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8 when in Hoſtile rimes two Neighb cing : 
States, . 


Strive by themſelves and their Confederazes ; ; 
The War at firſt is made with awkard Skill, 
And Soldiers clumfily cach other kill; 

Till Time at length their untaught Fury rames, ; 
And into Rules, their heedleſs Rage reclaims, 

. Then every Science by degrees is made 


Subſervient to the main deſtroying Trade: : 
| Wit, Wiſdom, Reading, Obſervation, Art, 


A well turn 0 Head to guide a ge tog Hearr 
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278 Prologue to Oroonoko. 


So it may prove with our contending Stages, 


If you will kindly but ſupply their Wages: 
| Which you with caſe may furniſh by retrenching 


Your Superflvities of Wine and Wenching. 


Who'd grudge to ſpare from Riot, and har 


Drinking, 


To lay it out on means to mend his Thinking? 3 
: To follow ſuch Advice, you ſhowd have leiſure, 
Jince what refines yourSenſe,refines yourPleaſure. 
Women grown tame by ule, each Fool can bet; "ry 
But Cuckolds all are made by Men of Wit: 
To Virgin Favours Fools have no pretence; ; 
For Maidenheads were made for Men of Senſe. 
: "Tis not enough to have a Horſe well bred, 
To ſhew his Mettle, he muſt be well fed. 


A Favour 4 poet, like a bamper d Horſe, 


Will train his Eye balls out to win che Courſe 


Po you but i in your W iſdom Vore it fix 
Te 0 Veld due Fyccours to this War of Wit, 
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{ The Buskin with more Grace hall tread the 
Stage, 


Love Gph i in ſofter ſtrains, Heroes [ef Rage. 

Satyr ſhall ſhow a Tripple row of Teeth, 

And Comedy ſhall laugh your Fops to death, 

Wit ſhall refine, and Pegaſus ſhall foam, 

: And ſoar in ſearch of Ancient Greece and Rome. 

N And ſince the Nation” s in the Conqu ring Fit, 
As you by Arms, we lvanquiſ France by Wit. 
The Work were over cou d our Poets Write, N 

- With half the Spirit that our Soldiers ys 
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By Mr. CONGREVE. 


Arts, 


you bes we try: ok Shapes, and Shifes, and 


To tempt your Favours, andi regain your Hearts 
We Weep and Laugh, Join dann and Grief to- 


gether, 


Like Rain and Sun- ſhine r mixt in n April Wer | 


ther. 


Your different Taſts divide our Poets Cares; f 


One foot the Sock, t other the Buskin wears: . 
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We Damſels fly to ſave our Reputation: e 
. So they their Valour new, we our Diſcretion. * 
- To Lands of Monſters and fierce Beaſts they 80.) _ 

f we to thoſe INands where rich Husbands: grow ( 85 


EPILOGVE 281 


Thus while he ſtrives to pleaſe, he's forc' d to do 

: Polcius-like Hip-Hop i in a ſingle Boot. 

: Criticks, he knows, for this may Damn his Books, 

Bur he makesFeaſts for Friends, and not for Cooks. 

Tho Errant Knights of late no favour find, 
Sure you will be to Ladies Errant kind. 


Tofollow FameKnights] Errant makeProfeſſion 5 


Tho they re no Monſters, we may make em ſo. 


If they” te of Engliſh growth, they 1 beart with 


Patience: 1 


| Bur fave us from a Spouſe of e N ations. 


2 Then Bleſs your Stars, your happy London h 


Wives, 


Who love at large cach day, yet keep your 
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282 EYILO GSV E. 
Nor envy poor Tmoinds's doating Blindneſs, 


Who thought her Husband kill'd her our of 5 


Kindneſs: 


Death with a Husband ne'er bad Pens fach Þ 


Charms, 


Had ſhe once Dy d within 2 Lovers Arms. 


Her Err our was from Ignorance proceeding, 


a Poor Soul, the Wanted {ome of our Town Breed. 


, ing. 


, Forgive this Indian J 5 fondneſs of her Spouſe ; ; 
T7 heir Law no Chriſtian Liberty allows: 7 

5 Alas! they make a Conſcience of cheir Vows. | 
© Virtue i in 2 Heathen be a faulr, 
Then Daran the Heathen-School where ſhe was 


taught. 


She might have learnt ro > Cuckold Jile and Sham, - 


Had Covem-Garden been in S ina. 
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5 Sir George Etheregs 


: Ell me no more you Love; in vain, 


Oan they pretend to Love who do 
Rufuſe what Love perſwades them to 2 
Who once has felt his active Flame, 

Dull Laws of Honour will diſdain ; 3 

Vou wou d be thought his slave, and ye d 
You will not to his power ſubmit. - 
More Cruel then thoſe Beauties are, 
Whoſe Coyneſs wounds us to deſpair ; 
For all the Kindneſs which you ſhew, 


bach Smile and Kiſs which you beſtow, 


Fair Ctlia, You this Paſſion feign; | 


Are. 
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Men, to make them Live, 
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70 Her EXCELLEN CE, the 


 MARCHIONESS 


OF 


NEWCASTLE, 


After the Reading of Her incomparable 


* oO E M 8. 


1 


; 55 | the OY Author - 


2 1 


Ich ſo much Wonder we are ſtruck, 


1cſ Book; 
A While your own Exceſs of Merit ſtays 


Our forw ard Pens, and does ſuſpend your Praiſe 


Til 


When we begin roRead yourMlarch : 


286 To the Marchioneſs of Newcaſtle 


Tilt Time our Minds does gently recompoſe, 


Allays this Wonder, and our Duty ſhews, 
Inſtructs us how your Virtues to proclaim, 


And what we ought wp pay toyour Great Fame; 


Your Fame, which in your Country has no 
Bounds, 


But u hereſoever Learning's known, reſounds. 


| Thoſe Graces Nature did till now diride; 
Your Sexes Glory, and our Sexes Pride, 
Are join d in you, and all to you ſubmit, 
” The brighteſt Beauty, and the ſharpeſt Wir. a 
No Faction here, or fiery Envy lways, 
5 They give you Myrtle, while we offer Bays. 


1 What Mortal dares pos thoſe Wreaths with 


You, 


Arm'd thus with Light ung and with Dude: 
e 


Ti 
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; Upon her Imcomparable Poems. : Ne 


This made the Great nal 8 Heart your 


Prize ; ; 


Your Charming Soul, and your Victorious Eyes, 


Had only Pow'r his Martial Mind to tame, 


i And raiſe in his Heroick Breaſt a Flame; 

A Flame, which with his Courage Ctill aſpires, 
As if Immortal Fuel fed thole Fires: ? 
This mighty Chief, and your Great Self made 


One, 


Togerher the fame Race of Glory x run ; 5 


; Together! in the Wings of Fame you move, 
Like TS his Victue : And like yours, his | 


Ove. 


While we your! Praiſe endeay' ring ro rehearſe, 


Pay that Great Duty in our Humble Verſe; 


Z Such as juſtly moye your Anger, You, 


Like Heaven, forgive them, and accept chem 


00. 
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288 TotheMarchioneſs of Newcaſtle, &c. 
But what we cannot, your brave Heroe pays, 
He Builds thoſe Monuments we ſtrive to Raiſe: : 
Such as to Alter- Ages ſhall make known, = 
Whilehe Records your Deathleſs Fame, his own. 
So when an Artiſt ſome rare Beauty draws, 
Both in our Wonder ſhare, and our Applauſe - y 
His Skill from Time ſecures the Glorious Dame, 
_ And makes himſelf Immortal in her Fame. 
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"wm by: Himſelf, 


By 5 Perſon | 7 Ho onour. 


—— — 


9 Any have been the vain a Artempisof Wit 
ö 5 Mu the ſtill prevailing Hy pocrite; : 


Once, and but once, a Poct got the day, 


1 - And vanquiſh'd Buſie le in a Pupper-Play ; ; 


But Bufie rallying, Arn'd wich Zeal and Rage, 
Poſſeſt che Pulpit, and pull d down the Stage. 


To laugh at Engliſb Knaves is dangerous then, 


While Engliſh Fools will thi ink them 1 neſt; Men 
8 


290 | Epilogue to Tartuff. 


Bur ſure no zealous Brother can deny us 


Free leave with this our Monſieur Ananias. 


A Man may ſay, without being eall d an Arheiſt, 


: There are Damn'd Rogues among the French and 
Papiſt, 

That 4. Salvation td ſhort Band and Hair, 
That Belch and Snuffle to prolong a Pray'r; 


r 
r 


That uſe c' enjoy the Creature, to expreſs 


Plain Whoring, Gluttony, and Drunkennels; 


Andina decent way perform them too, oy 
| As well, nay better far, alas, than you; 8 g 
Whoſe Fleſhly Failings are bur Fornication, 1 
We Godly phraſe it, Goſpel- Propagation, >» 
Juſt as Rebellion was call'd Reformation, 1 
Zeal ſtands bur Cent ry ar the Gate of Sin, 
: Whilſt all that have the Word paſs freely i in 
: Silent, and i in the dark, for fear of Spies, 5 
You arch, and rake Damnation by ſurprize. 
There $ not a roaring Blade in all this Town, 


£ Can 80 far tow rds Hell for Half a Crown, I” 


Epilogue to. artuff. 291 
As 1 for Six Pence, for we know the way; 
For want of Guides, Men often go aſtray : 
Therefore give way to what I ſhall adviſe, 


Let every Marri'd Man, that's Grave and wits, 
Take a Tartnf, of known Ability, 


To Teach, and to (nſtrudt his Family; 
Who may ſo ſertle laſting Reformation, 
Firſt get his Son, then give him Education. 


. — — — 2 ——— antes ages 


* > 9K, 


Mov'd not with Anger, but with Modeſty, 
Againft her Will ſhe is my Encmy. 
Her Eyes the rudeneſs of her Arms excuſe, 
Whilſt thoſe accept what theſe ſcem to refuſe ; 3 
To caſe my Paſſion, and ro make me Bleſt, * 
Thi obliging Smock falls from her Whiter Breaſt; : L | 
Then with her lovely Hands ſhe does conceal WP 
Thoſe Wonders, Chance ſo kindly did rey cal; F 


Frer a pretty amorous Diſcourſe, Es I 


She does reſiſt my Love with pleaſing | 
Force; 


In 


The Imperſect Enjoyment. 293 
In vain, alas, her nimble Fingers ſtrove. : 
| To ſhield her Beauties from my greedy Love; 
9 Guarding her Breaſts, her Lips ſhe did expoſe, 

To fave a Lilly ſhe mult loſe a Roſe; * 
So many Charms ſhe has i in ev'ry place, 


= A Hundred Hands cannot defend cach Grace. 
Ez Sighing, at length her Force ſhe does recal, 
Por ſince I muſt have Part, ſhe'll give me All. 5 
Her Arms the joyful Conqueror embrace, 

And ſeem to guide me to the ſoughr-for place. 
Her Love iS in her ſparkling Eyes ex; reſt, 

. She falls oth' Bed for Pleaſure more than Reſt, 
baut Oh, ſtrange Paſſion! Oh, Abortive Joy! 
Tp _ My Zeal does my Devotion quite deſtroy; 


= Come to the Tem ple, w where ] ſhou d Mrs 
' BD My Saint, I Worihip at the Sacred Door; : 


My W lo long, now | yields to my Dil: | 
pole; 


© Oh, cruel Chance! The Town which did of: 


2 When 


294 The Imperfedt Enjoyment. 
When overjoy'd with Victory, I fall 
Dead at the foot of the Surrender'd Wall. 


Without the uſual Ceremony, we 

Have both fulfill d the Am'rous Myſtery ; f = 

The Action which we ſhou'd have Jointly dons, 3 

Each has unluckily perform'd alone; ES & | 
The Union which our Bodics ſhou'd enjoy, 
The Union of our eager Souls deſtroy. 

= Our Flames are puniſh? d by their own excels, 


1 
We'd had more Pleaſure had our Loves been leſs; = © 


She Bluſh'd and Frown'd, perceiving we had 
done 


The Sport, the choughr, we ſcarce had yet 15 


ee 


Alas, ſaid L 9 your Self, not Me: B 
This is thy effect of too much Modeſty. . xz 
e Hence with that peeviſh Virtue, the Delight 
a of boch our Victories was lot 1 "i k dee; * 
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Vet 


The Imperſect Enjoyment. 295 
Vet from my Shame, your Glory does ariſe, 
My Weakneſs proves the Vigour of your Eyes, 
They did conſume the Victim, e er it came 
Unto the Altar, with a purer Flame: 
Phils, let then this Comfort caſe your Care, 


Y'd been more Happy, had you been leſs Fair. 


Th 1 


PROLOGUE 


Spoken at the Opening of the 
ouſe. 


— 


— 


oy 


— 


— i 
- 


Dukes New Pla 


18 not in this, as in the former Age, 


When Wir alone ſuffic'd t 'Adorn the 
* Srage, 


jp Whcn Things well ſaid anAudicnce cou'di invite, 
= Without the hope of ſuch a Gaudy Sight. 5 


What with your Fathers took, wou d take with 
you, 


II Wir had ſtill the Charm of being New; 
Had 


Prologue at the Duke's New Play- Houſe. 297 


Had not Enjoyment dull'd your Appetite, 

She in her homely Dreſs wou'd yet delight; 
Such ſtately Theatres we need not raiſe, 5 
Our Old Houſe wou d put off our dulleſt Plays. 
You Gallants know, afreſh Wench of Sixteen, 
May drive the Trade in Honeſt Bombarine, 

And never want good Cuſtom, ſhou' d ſhe lie 


Ina Back-Room, Two or Three Stories highs 
Bur ſuch a Beauty as has long been known, 


: Though not decay'd, bur to Perfection grown, 
_ Muſt, if ſhe mean to thrive i in this lewd Town 
5 Wear Points, Lac d Pericoars, and a rich Gown, 
6] Her Lod gings too, muſt with her Dreſs agree, 

4 Be hung with Damask, or with Tapeſtry ; ; 
Have China, Cabinets, and a. great Glaſs; 

To ſtrike Reſpe®t i into an am rous Aſs. 
Withour the help of Stratagems : and Arts, 
Anold Acquainrance cannot couch your Hearts. 
Methinks * tis hard our Authors ſhou'd ſubmit 


80 ramely to their Predeceſſor s Wit, 
Since 


298 Prologue at the Duke's New Play- Houſe. 


Since I am ſure among you there are few . 


wou d grant your Granafathers had more chan 
VJou. 


* — * 
— —ͤ0U—U—U—ä——— ˖8̃ ¶w ́—ä ͤ— ſ ũ f — — 


but hold! I in this buſineſs may proceed too far, 
b And raiſe a Storm againſt our Theatre; 
K l TIO And then what wou'd the wiſe Adventurers fay,) 
4 Who were in a much greater Fright to day, 


| Than ever Poet was about his Play : 

Our Apprehenſions none can juſtly blame, 
55 Money is dearer much to us than Fame: 

This thought on, let our Poets juſtifie 

The Reputation of their Poctry ; . 
We are reſoly d we will not have to do 
With what s between thoſe Gentlemen and you. 
Be kind, and let our Houſe have but your Praiſe, 
5 You re welcome every day ro damn their Pye 


Faling 


— Ce — — — 


. TY —_ 

WOES > 
Foy: 2H 
rn 
TR 
TS. 

3 
3 . 
TAC ＋ . 
. 

tay 
2 5 

WA 4 

7 A 

& FE wt 

"7 ooh ; 
n 

3 
3 a> 

+* * 

e 

EEE 


" - RE 
F 7 
# - "x0 
>. BEM 
3 | 
. 8 5 
4 4 
5 
e : 
n : 
r 
5 YR ul o 
/ Wl 
v3 
1 . 
_<vas 
. 
8 
2 q 
3 * . 
7 = * . 
* N 
. > 
88 — 
FT * 
= = 
S 
ä 
* Th wy a 
„ 
2 (OS. A 
£ Ib 2, 
COP 4 =; RY l 
„ 
487 „ 
1 l 
3 
— - 
8 x . 
PEE 
2 d 
5 
: 
38 
> 
* 
. 
#23 
4 15 
8 — V 
— 5 F "4 
7 
2 
7 — 


, like a Coward in the Amorous War, 


Stranger at a « Play. 


— amt 4 — — 


85 11 Sir Charles Sed ha 


5 P 


\ Air Ai, on the Srage v whilſt you 


Beheld a feigned Love, you gave a true; 4 


Came only to look on, yet got a Scar; 5 


Fixt by your Eyes, 1 had no power to fly, 
They held me whilſt you gain'd the Victory: © 
I thought I ſafely might. my Sight « content, : - 
To which the power to Like (not Love) Lenz 
And if ! venturd on ſome ſlight Diſcourſe, 
It ſhould be ſuch as could no Paſſion nurſe: 


Led by the treacherous Luſtre of your Eyes, 
g At laſt I Play d too o near the Precipice: 


Love 


Zoo Falling in Love with a Stranger, &c. 
Love came diſguis d in Wonder and Delight; 
And I was Conquer'd er I knew him right; 
Your Words fell on myPaſſion like thoſe Showers ; 
Which ſwell and multiply the riſing Flowers; 
: Like Cupid 8 Self, E God and yet a Child, 


Your Looks at once were awful, and yet mild. 


5 Mechoughts you bluſtrd, as Conſcious of wy 5 


Fr Flame, 
Whilſt your firict Virte did | your Beauty 


blame: 
But reſt ſecure; y re from the Guilt as free, 
As Saints Ador d from our Kdolarry; 


And Love a Torment does for 1 me prepare, 


Beyond your Rigour, i in my own Deſpair. 


Indifference 


30 1 


Indifference Excuſed. 
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By the ſame Author. 1 


Ove, when tis true, needs not the Aid 
of Sighs nor Tears to make it known; 3 
And to convince the Cruel ſt Maid, 


Lovers ſhould uſe their Love alone 2 


Into their very Looks will ſteal; 
And ke that moſt will hide his Flame, 
: Does i in chat Care his Pains reveal, 


| Silence it ſelf can Love proclaim, 


This, Aurelia, made me ſhun 
The Paths that common Lovers tread, 5 
"Mt. 


Whoſe guilty Paſſions are begun, 
Not in their Hearts, but in their Head, 5 


1 


— 2 — == — Songs 
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3s naiſerente Excuſed. 


I cou d not Sigh, and with croſs d Arms 
Lament your Rigour, and my Fate, 


Nor tax your Beauty with ſuch Charms 
As Men Adore, and Women Hate: 


But Careleſs Live, and without Art, 
Knowing my Love you muſt have py d, 
And thinking it a fooliſh part, 


To ſtrive to ſhew what none can hide. 


10 


To my / Honoured wy 
Sir ROBERT HOWARD, 


On his Excellent Poems. 


by M5. John * 


— n a. 3 b 4 _ Ss ty g * 


PR 


S there i is Muſick uninform'd aby. Art 


: A* 


The Birds i in unfrequented Shades expreſs, 


In thoſe wild Notes, which with a Meny | 
Heart 


Who better taught at home, yet pleaſe us leſs: 
So i in your Verſe, a native Sweetneſs dwells, 
Which ſhames Compoſure, and its Art excells. 
Singing, no more can your ſoft numbers grace, 


Than Paint adds C harms unto a Beaurcous Face. 


Vet 


304 70 Sir R. Howard, on his Poems. 
Yer as when mighty Rivers gently creep, 
Their even Calmneſs does ſuppoſe them deep; 


Such is your Muſe : No Meraphor ſwelld high . 
With dangerous boldneſs lifts her to the Sky ; 5 


5 Thoſe mounting ancies, when they fall again, 


She Sand and Dirt at bottom do remain. 
| So firm a Strength, and yet withal ſo ſweet, 
Did never but in Sampſen s Riddle meet. 


"Tis range each Line ſo great a hight ſhould , 
| bear, =o I 


. p ² ü ˙⁰ ü FRE\, Is Ad trix 2 E ⁵ ee en LI On 
r 4 — mo 3 — — — — —— 


e And yer no fign of Toil, no Sweat appear. 
- Either your Arc hides Art, as Stoicks feign 5 
Then leaſt to feel, when moſt thy ſuffer pain ; 3 

And we, dull Souls, admite, but cannot lee 


= What hidden Springs within the Engine be: 
ES ſome Happincſs that ſtill purſues. 1 
1 1 Each AR and Motion of your Graceful Muſe. : 
| Or is it Fortune 8 Work, that in your Head 


The Curious'N et that is for Fancics ſpread, 


— * — 


—— — 
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RG Rete Mirabile. 
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Lets 


Jo Sir R. Howard on his Poems. 305 


Lets throu gh its Meſhes every meaner Thought, 


While rich Idas chere are only caught. 
Sure that's not all; this is a piece too fair 
Io be the Child of Chance, and not of Care. 
No Atoms caſually together hurl d 
Could cer produce lo beautiful a World. 
Nor dare ſuch a Doctrine here admit, 
As would deſtroy the Providence of Wit, 
Tis your ſtrong Genius then which does not feel 
Thoſe weights wou d make. a weaker Spirit reel: 
To catry weight, and run ſo lightly tao, 
Is what alone your Peg aſu˖ can do. 
Great Hercules himſelf cou'd ne er do more, 
5 Than not to feel choſe Heay' ns and Gods he bore, — 
Your caſier Odes; which for Delight were penn d, d, - 
Vet our Inſtruction make their ſecond End: 


We re both entich* and plead, 9D themrhat 
Wooe, . 


: Ar once a Beauty, and: a Fortune too. 
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266 To Si ir R. Howard, on his Poems, 


Of Moral Knowledge Pocſic was Queen, 
And till ſhe might, had wanton Wits not been; 


Who like ill Guardians liv d themſelyes at large, 


And not content with that, debauch d their _ 
Charge: 


Like ſome brave Captain, your ſucceſsful Pen 
Reſtores the Exil'd to her Crown again ; $. 
And gives us hope, chat having ſeen the Days 
When nothing flouriſh'd but Phanatick Bays, 
5 All will at length i in this Opinion reſt, 


«A Sober Prince's Government is beſt. 


This is not all; your Art the way has found 
5 To make Improvement of the richeſt Ground, 
5 That Soil which thoſe Immortal Laurels bore, 
That once the Sacred Mare's Temples wore. 
Bl; us Griefs are fo expreſt by you, 
Wy ney are too Eoquent to have been true. | 
Had the ſo ſpoke, Æñoeas had obey'd = 
What Dido, rather than what Jove had laid. 


11 


To si- R. Howard, on his Poems. 307 


WM Funeral Rites can give a Ghoſt repoſe, 
Your Muſe fo juſtly has diſcharged thoſe, 
Eliſas Shade may now its wandring ceaſe, 
And claim a Title to the Fields of Peace. | 
But if Æneas be oblig d, no leſs 
Your Kindneſs great Achill, doth confeſs; 
Who dreſs d by Stating i in too bold a Look, 
| Did ill become thoſe Virgin Robes he rook. = 
| To underſtand how much we owe to you, 


We muſt your Numbers, with Your Author I 


view; 
Then we ſhall ſee his Work was lamely rough, 
Each Figure: ſtiff, as if deſign din Buff; 
His Colours laid ſo thick on every 3 5 
As only ſhew'd the Paint, bur hid the Face, 
But as in perſpective we Beauties ſee, 
1 Which i in the Glaſs, not in the picture be; 
80 here our Sight obligingly miſtakes 


: That wealth which his your Bounty only makes, | 


Thy 


308 Jo Sir R. Howard on his Poems. 
Thus vulgar Diſhes are by Cooks diſguis d, 
More for their dreſſing, than their ſubſtance priz d. 


Your curious Notes to ſearch into that Age, 


When all was Fable bur the Sacred Page, 
That fince in that dark Night we needs muſt 


ſtray, : | 8 


--y 


We are at leaſt miſled i in pleaſant way. 


But what we moſt admire, your Verſe no leſs 


The Propher than the Poet doth confeſs. 


5 E re our weak Eyes diſcern d the doubtful ſtreak ” 


Of Light, you {aw Great Charles his Morning 


break. | | 
So skilful Seamen ken the Land from far, 5 
Which ſhows like Miſts to che dull Paſſenger. Z 
To Chirles y our Muſe fil pays her Dutious Love, 


As fn che Antigats did begin | from Tear. 


« 


2 Anne Aan: n Statins. F 
Wien 


* 
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With Monct you end, whoſe Name * d 


ſhall be, 

As Rome Recorded 22 vlemot, 

Who thought it greater Honour to Obey. 

His Countrey sIntereſt, than tlie World to [way . 


But to Write Worthy Things of Worthy Men, 
Is the peculiar Talent of your Pen: 

Yet ler me rake your Mantle up, and I 

Will venture in * Right ro Propheſe 


«This Work, by Meric firſt of F ame e ende 
0 "Is likewiſe Happy i in its Geniture: 


cc por ſince 'tis Born, when Charles aſcends the 


Throne, 


ce 9 ſhares, at once, his Fortune and its ow n. 


lic [tus eſt Rufus, qui pulſo vind ice quondam 
Savrinm alſerttit non ſibi fed Patri. 
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ToMr.GRANVILLE, 
On his Excellent TRA GED v, call 


HEROICK LOVE. 


— — 


Bd Mr. DRYDEN. 


Uipiciou Poct, wert thou not my Friend, | 


= 


How could [ cnvy what [ muſt commend! 


| But ſince * tis Nature 8 Law i in Love and Wit, 


That Youth ſhou'd Reign, and vichering Age 
ſubmit; 


With leſs Regret thoſe Laurels | reſign, 
Which dying on my Brows, revive on thine. 
- W ich better Grace, an Ancient Chief may yield = 
The long contended Honours of the Field, 
Than venture all his fortune at a Caſt, 
” And Fight like H inne to loſe at laſt 


Young 
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Voung Princes, obſtinate to win the Prize, 

| Th6 yearly beaten, yearly yet they riſe : 
Old Monarchs, th6 ſuceeſsful, ſtill in doubr, 
Catch at a Peace, and Wiſely turn Devout. 


= Thine be the Laurel then ; thy blooming Age : 


1 Can beſt, if any can, {1 ſupport the Stage; . 
Which ſo declines, that ſhortly we may ſee 
Players and Plays reduc d to ſecond Infancy: 

| Sharp to the World, But thou ghrleſs of Renowrt, 


They Plot not on the Stage, but on the Town; 


. And i in Deſpair their empty pit to fill, 
Set up ſome Forcign Monſter i in the Bill. 
Thus they} Jog on, {till tricking, nevet thriving, 


And mur'dring Plays, which they miſcall, Re- 


viving: 


Our Senſe is Nonſenſe crongh their Pipes « con 


vey d; 

5 Scarce can a Poet know the Play he made, 
; £8 fo diſguis'd in Death; nor thinks * cis he 

| That ſuſſers in 1 the mangled Tragedy. 
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Thus 755 firſt was kill'd, and after dreſs d 


For his own Sire, the Chief invited Gueſt. 
-4 ſay not this of thy ſucceſsful Scenes, 
Where chine was all the Glory, theirs the Gains 


Wirh 125 of Time, much judgment, and more 


Toil, 
Not I they Atted what they could not Spoil: 
Their Setting Sun ſtill ſhoots a glim ring Ray, 


| Like Ancient Rome, Majeſtick in decay; 


And better Gleanings Their worn Soil can boaſt, 
Than cheCrab-Vintage of che Neighb'ringCoaſt: 


This difference yet the Judging Word will ſee, 
> Thou 9 Homer, and they Copy Thee. 


* Mr. Betterton. 


* P R | 0- 


Prologue to | the Pilgrim. 


IR 


By 0h, DRYDEN. 


| 
3 * Fe 5 1 Fi | | 
— — 

— — 


— 
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T Ow wretched is the Fate of thoſe that write, 
I Brou ght Muzled to the Stage for fear they 
MM... 


Where, like Tom Dove, they ſtand the Common 
I 


5 Lugg'd by the Critique, Baited wa the Beau. 
Vet worſe, their Brother Poets Damn the Play, 
And Roar the loudeſt, tho they never Pay: 
The Fops are proud of Scandal, for they cry, 

At every lewd low Character That's IJ. 
He who writes Letters to himſelf, wou'd Swear 
The World forgot him, if he was nor there. 

What ſhou'd a Poct do, tis hard for One Y 
To pleaſure all the Fools that wou'd be ſhown; ; > 
And yet not Two in Ten will pals the Town. ; 
Moſt Coxcombs are not of the Laughing kind; 
More goes to make a bop, chan Fops can find, ; 


Quack | 
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For any Vandal Hopkins yet to come, 


314 Prologue to the Pilgrim. 


Quack Maurus, tho he never took Degrees 


In either of our Univerſities, 

Yer to be ſhown by ſome kind Wit he hots, 
| Becauſe he plaid the Fool, and Wirit three Books; , 

But if he wou d be worth a Poet's Pen, 

He muſt be more a Fool, and Write again 3 
Por all the former Fuſtain Stuff he wrote 
Was Dead- born Dogrel, or is quite forgot; = 

5 His Man of Us, ſtript of his Flebrew Robe, 


1s juſt che Proverb, and As poor as Job. 
One wou'd have thouglit he cou'd no lowerj jog, 


But Arthur was a Levil, Job's a Bog; 
There, tho' he crept, yet ſtill he kept i in ſight, | 
5 But here he Flounders i in, and ſinks down right: 
+ Had he prepar d us, and been dull by Rule, 
Tobit had firſt been turn d to Ridicule: 


But our bold Britton, without Fear or Awe, 


: O 're-leaps at once the whole Apoerapha ;, * 
Inyades the Plalms with Rhymes, and leaves uo 


room 


But 
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But what if, after all, this Godly Geer 
s not ſo ſenſleſs as it wou'd appear? 
Out Mowntchank has laid a deeper Train, 
His Cant, like Merry Andrew's Noble Vein, 
Cat Calls the Secs to draw em in for Gain, 


E At leiſure Hours in Epique Song he deals, 
Writes to the rumbling of his Coaches Wheels; 7 
Preſcribes i in haſte, and ſeldom kills by Rule, 
- But rides Triumphant between Stool and Stool. 


Well, let him go, tis yet too early day, 
| To get himſelf a Place i in Farce or Play: 


We know not by what Name we hould Arraign 
him, 


oy For no one Category can contain him z 1 
A Pedant, Canting Preacher, | and a Quack, 
Are Load enough ro break one Aſſes Back : 
Ac laſt grown wanton, he preſum d to write, 7 


; Traduc dTwo Kings, cheir Kind neſs to requite; ;> 


885 One made RET Doctor, and one Dubb'd the 


Knight, 
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EPILOGU : 


— ____— 


C2 Mr. DRYDEN. 


— — * 


JEchaps the Parſon ſtretch? d a Point too i, T 
When wich our Theatres he wag d a War; 
He 6 wth you, That this very! Moral Age 
: Receiv'd the firſt Infection from the Stage; 
| But ſure a baniſh'd Court wich Lewdneſs fraught, ; 

| The Seeds of open Vice, returning, brought. | 
Thus Lod g d, (as Vice by great Example thrives) 
5 It firſt Debauch'd the Daughters and the Wives: * 
London, a fruirful Soil, yet never bore 
So plentiful a Crop of Horns before. 
The Poets, who muſt live by Courts, or [ITY 


5 Were proud, ſo good a Government ro ſerve; 


And 


+ 
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And mixing with Buffoons and pimps Profane, 
| Tainted the Stage for ſome ſmall ſaip of Gain: 


F or they, like Harlots under Bawds profeſt, 


"EAST 


. Took all the ungodly Pains, and got the 1 
Thus did che driving Malady preyail,. 


9 7 


The Court! its Head, the Poets but, the Tail: 


The Sin was of our N ative Growth, tis r . 


The Scandal of the Sin was wholly new ; 1277 


| Miſſes chere were, but Modeſtly « conceal'd, 
Mlite- Hall the naked Venus firſt Reveal « . 
Who ſtanding, : as at Cyprus i in her Shrine, | 


The Strumpet was Ador d wich Rites Divine. 


Ere this, if Saints had any ſecret Motion, - 


Twas Chamber · Practice all, and cloſe Devotion: 


1 pals the Peccadills 8 of their Time, 5 
Nothing but open Lewdneſs was a Crime. 
A Monarch' 5 Blood was venial to the N ation, 

Compar' d with one foul Act of Fornication. | 


Now they wou'd ſilence us, and ſhur the Door, ' 


That let in all the bare-Fac 4 Vice before. 


As 
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318 EPILLOGUE. 
As for Reforming us, which ſome pretend, 
: Thar Work in Enzland is without an end; 
Wellwe may Change, but weſhall me Y 

Vet if you can but bear the preſent Stage, 


We hope much better of the coming Age. 
What wou'd you fay, if we ſhows firſt begin : 
| To ſtop the Trade of Love behind the Scene, * 
| Whereadreſſesmake bold withMarriedVien > F 
For while abroad ſo prodigal the Dolt is, HY 


Poor Spouſe at home as ragged as a Colt is, 
In ſhort, well grow as Moral as we can, 
Save here and thete a Woman or a Man. 
But neither you, nor we with all our pains, 


4 
Dun make clear work; there will be ſome Re- | 5 


Whilſt you! ; have Qill your Oats, and we our | 


To the Memory of 
Mr. DRYDEN. 


1 Generous Gratitude could cer excuſe 
The Sallies of a long neglected Muſe, 


: by Mine pleads that Cauſe alone, and ſo ſhould be 


Y From Cenſure, or malicious Pity free: 3056 
For all the Pleaſures the from Duden knew 
She pays this Tribure, and ſhe thinks i EY due. 


Still had ſhe 1 unmoy'd by al beſide, 
No Rhimes attempted, and no Numbers rry'd, 
If to another Man he could i impart. 

His real Nature, and his wondrous Art: : 


Both did E temper right, andraiſe from thence. 
Varivalld Numbers, and unequalld Sence. 


Mo it 


320 To the Memory of Mr. Dryden. 


Moſt that remain (for ſo to me they ſeem) 


- Are but the Shadows, and the Ghoſts of Him: 
Some few, itis confeſt, have gain'd their Cauſe, 
And juſtify d their Merit by Applauſe; 

Tis true, their Diction 8 good, their Stile isclear, 
And Art and Labour through the whole appear; 

But tet. us ſearch? em well, where ſhall we find 
His Force of Thought, His Energy. of Mind 
. T he Words that move us with myſteriousCharms' 
7 The Soul chat actuates, and the Fire that warms? 

A Choſt ſometimes appears to mortal View, 


And bears the ſhape of Humane kind, bur not 
dhe Subſtance roo, 


Words are libe Colours in two Artiſts Hands, 


: Of different Skill, where cach the bell Commands: : 
: One paints: and Pleaſes, but the Pleaſure lies 


Not in the Mind, but only i in the Eyes; | 3 1 


55 The Colours, jutly n mixt, delude the Sight, 5 
And, G ſhining, give: a falſe Delight; 4 


"Por" 
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For far from thenee is Honeſt N. ature chas d, 
| Aſham d ro ſee her ſelf ſo much as ag d. 


Not ſo the other, whoſe ſuperior Art 


To lifeleſs Colours can a living Soul impart: 


Bold are his Stroaks, bur manag'd (ill with Care, ; 


For Nature always claims the better ſhare; 


: Colours, Proportion, Diſtance are combin'd 


To pleaſe the 8 and Strengtl to charm che 5 


Mind. 


Vet not bs Beſt a full Perfection gain'd, 
But in one Province till the Painter reign d: 
Water and Lind a different Maſter own, 

And . 1 is always found alone : 
Peculiar Hands give Trees and Flow'rs ; the beſt, 


The Mimick Deolls ls below, diſtinguiſh d from the f 


reſt, 
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2322 To the Memory of Mr. Dryden. 


Our wond rousBard,whoſ comprehendingSoul = 
: Could reach All Nature,and deſcribe Her Whole; ; 
| To ſingle Beauties ſcorn'd to be confin'd, 
But ſhow'd the Vigor of extenſive Mind. 
MM all the nice Proportions We behold, 
Like Angelo correct, like 7 tian bold. 


Pn 11 homely Cots, or humble Shepherds Ways) 15 
. Employ 'd hisMuſe, how calmly did they pleaſe, Ei 


Andi ſink our Paſſions toa rural Eaſe! 


S. Or when He ſung thi Exceſſes of the Great, 


_ High Palaces, the rrifling Pomp of State, = 
5 ungovern'd Soul, her Reaſon laid aſide, | 
: Took the fond Hint, and was debas d to Pride. 


wn Landskip i in all its various Face He ſhow'd, : 


Here winding Rivers thro' theMeadows flow d 5 


And there the fruitful Trecs complain'd th? un-( ( 
cual Load; 8 N 


Here 
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Here Mountains riſe aloft, and dare the Sky, 
There dreary Caves the Face of N ature fly; 
Here Night a pleaſing Horror does diſplay, 
And with its gloomy Charms excells the Day; 
: There the bri gli Morn expands its radiant Wings, 
And gives new Vigor with the Light it brings; 


His Univerſal Muſe with equal Eaſe 1 — 


Could paint, or diſmal Storms, or calmeſt Seas, 


0 Miſcrics of War, and Joys: of p eace. 1 5 


But what nor Paint can tell, nor Pencil reach, 


- His larger Genius could divinely reach ; 
| Deſci ibe the i inner Paſſions of the Man, 


And ſhow the Steps Fromwhence they firſt began. 


Love He deſcrib (| cho diff cent are irsWays, 1 
How the firſt flutt ring pain diſturbs o our Days 2 


And gives our Ni gars| but half theit uſual Faß e; 
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Then our kind Thoughts 1 improve the Paſſion 
BEE |; 


And Love unbounded, and i impetuous fire; 


"Tis reſtleſs Rage, is covetous Deſire, | 3 
Til at the laſt with Extaſy we find 2 


Extreameſt Pleaſures i in one moment joyn d, 


And Joys immenſe, which leave all other er Joys 4 
behind, WES 


0 Any! how nobly doſt then charm: 22 
0 Cleopatra] how doſt thou diſarm 


The rougheſt Spirits, and the coldeſt 1 warm 3 
Nor ſhall +ſhe paſs unmention'd, who maintain nd. 


0 The Cauſe of Love, and ſhow'd her Love 
unfeign d; | 


. Who ſcorn d Cexcuſe what ſhe with Reaſon oy 
fought, 


+ 


A certain n Pleaſure, and imagin d rault, 


8 n 


All for Love, or the World wel loft. 
+ Sigiſmonda in Dryden's Fable, 


But 
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But boldly urg'd the Argument ſhe ſnou'd, 
The Impulſe of Nature, and the Force of Blood. 
So did He move the Soul, ſo touch the Heart 
Wim Virgin Paſſions, not debauch'd by Art, 


Thus could He talk of Love, and 1 5, 


Let give 2Looſe toRage, and manly Rage ſucceeds, 


His Satyr free, impartial and ſevere, 
At once gave Pleaſure, and created Fear; ; 
Who would not read what He lo juſtly writ? 7 
But who would be che n of his Wis! 


Could but our modern Satyriſs have known 


His way of Satyr, they” d deſpiſe their own: 


Soson would they ſee the Sbarpeſt Muſe diſclaims 


Ill manner'd Language, and opprobrious Names: 1 
. That ſordid Railing 1 is the poor Retreat 
0 ang Malice, or unmanly Wi ic, 


3 —— 4 


WEE) 


e Wherever His adventrous Muſe aſſail', 


He ſhows, what we from him alone can feel, 


| Sarge may bite, and yet may be genteel. 


Audacious Fancy fain would hurry on, 


And trcad thoſe Paths which $ealon ought to 
+>," mum; 


For Homer and the Mantzan arc in View, 
A dangerous Chace, nor muſt my Muſe purſue: : 


Ober ſteepy Hills, tremendous to the Sight, 
Their fiery Courſers kept: an equal Flight, 


: His cloſe purſu d, nor fear d the diſmal Height · 3 
| My humble Muſt C looks upwards with = 


- Admires their ſtrength, bur 0 onders how they 
dare Gs 

Arrempr the Regions of | rhe upper Air.” - \ 

4 Suffice it Her to fay, He never fail'd ) 


And Al Il arrempring, He in All U prevaild, 


ne Contending Rhymers uſe their utmoſt Care 


* 
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what more had He to do! his conqu ring 
Lays 


Were above Cenſure, and dein 60 Praiſe; 
Secure of Fame He laid the Laurel down, 
Enough diſtinguiſh'd by his Sence alone; 
And ſmil'd to ſee, with a diſdainful Air, 


To reach MAE Bays they want the Head to bear * 


Fatigu'd with Life, with Pleaſure He retir d 
From the vain World, both Envy d and Admir d. 


4 n 9 
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In Imitation of 


e Bellicoſu Cantaber, &c. 8 
Hor. Od. 11. Lib. . 


By th. John How. | 


JH AT ist to us, who guides the Stare, 


Who 8 out af Favour, or who Great; ; | 
Who are the Miniſters and 5 Spies, 


Who votes for Places, or who "ne 
The World will fill be cul'd by Knaves 


r And Fools contending to be Slaves; ; 


Small 


An 0 D E, &. 329 
Small Things, my Friend, ſerve to ſupport 
Life, troubleſome at beſt, and ſhort: 

Our youth runs back, | occaſion flies, 

: Grey Hairs come on, and Pleaſure dies. 
Who would the preſent Bleſſings loſe 

For Empires which he cannot uſe? 

EKind Providence has us ſupply'd | 

With what to others is deny'd, 

Virtue, which teaches to condemn 
8 And ſcorn ill Actions and ill Men. | 

Beneath this Lime-Trec's fragrant ſhade, | 

On Beds of Flowers ſuipinel y laid, 
Let's then all other Cares remove, 

And Drink and Sing to thoſe we Love. 
Here s to Neera, Heaven deſign d £ 
Perfection of che Charming Kind, 
Whoſe Beauty, Voice, and wondrous Wir 

Lays all Adoring at her feet, 

Makes Angels envy, Nature vain, 
And me de! ehr in | hopeleſs pain, 


May 


„ 


330 4 ODE, &c. 
May ſhe be Bleſt, as ſhe i is Fair, 
155 And Pity me hay I Loye her; 
The reſt let's leave to th unſeen Powers; 
This Moment and this Glaſs is ours. 


THE 


PLATONIC 


y Sir Charles Sed ley. 


F AIR Octavia, you are e much to blame, 
: To blow the fire, and wonder at the flame. 5 


= I did converſe, tis true, ſo far was mine; 


But chat! Lovd, and hop d, was wholly thine ; 
Not hop'd, as others do, for a Rerurn, 
Bur that I might without offending burn. 
1 thought thoſe Eyes which every hour enſlave, 
Could not remember all the Wounds they gave: p 
forgotten in the Crowd, 1 wilt to lie, 
8 And of your Coldneſs, not your Anger, die; 
Yer ſince you knowl Love, tis now no time 


Longer to hide, let me excule che Crime; 


Seeing 


332 The Platonick. : 
Seeing what Laws I to my Paſſion give, 
Perhaps you may conſent that it ſhould live. 


For, Firſt, It never ſhall a hope advance 
Of waiting on you, but by ſeeming chance; 3 
1 at 2 diſtance will Adore your Eyes, 


| As awful Perſiaus do the Eaſtern Skies: 7 


Isrxever will preſume to think of Sex, 


Nor wich groſs Thoughts my Deathleſs Love 
perplex: 


1 tread 2 pleaſant Path without aeg, 
And to thy Care my Happineſs | reſign: : 
From Heaven it ſelf thy Beauty cannot be 


A freer Gift, chan is my Love to Thee. 


Lali, this mighty Zeal aſſwage, 


You over. ad your part; 
The Martyrs at your tender Age, 
Gave Heaven but half their Heart. 
Old Men (cill paſt the Pleaſure) ne er 
- Declain againſt the Sin, 
11s eacly to beg in to fear 
The Devil at Fifteen, 


Tie 


334 To @ Devout Trung Woman. 


The World, to Youth, is too ſevere, 
And like a Treacherous Light, 
Beauty the Actions of the Fair 
Expoſes to their ſight. EE 


And yet this World, as old a as tis, 


Is oft deceiy d by t too; 


Wile Combinations ſeldom mils, 


Let S try what we can do. 


— ec. it. 
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By the ſame Author. 


VV HEN Aurelia firſt became 
; The Miſtreſs of his Heart, 


So mild and gentle was lier Reign, 


Thyſis, 75 in N had a 


Reſerves and Care he laid hs, 
And gave his Love the Reins; pt 
The headlong Courſe he now muſt bide, 


No other way 1 remains, : 


At firſt her Cruelty 1 he fear 1. 
Bur that being overcome, 


No Second for a while appear d, 


And he rhought all his « own 


He 


S O NG. 
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He call d himſelf a e Man 


; Than ever Lov'd before; 
Her Favours ſill his Hopes out-ran, 


What Mortal can have more | 


Love ſmil'd.at firſt, then looking grave, 
” Said, 7. hyrſis, leave to boaſt; 
More joy chan all her Kindneſs gave, 
Her Fickleneſs will coſt. 


He ſpoke; and from cha fatal time, 
5 All Thyrfis did, or ſaid, 

Appear 'd unwelcome, or a Crime, 

; To the Ungrateful Maid. 


| Then he aeſpairing of her Hear, 
; Would fain have had his own. 
5 Love anſwered, Such a N ymph could part 
With nothing ſhe had won. 


ON, 


nan? . F N 8 - , oY as 
- 


On the Lamented 


DEATH 


Of the Late 


Counteſs © of 1 D OR SE * 


— p 


ER Tate, Se ervant to to His b. 


— OME A your Cottages retire, 
E T Vour Darſet Mourns; no more the Pipe 
„ 


Vour Mirth is done, your Cue! iS vain ; what 
„„ 


'To tend choſe flocks, clin will uo longer Feed: - 
Nature her ſelf concern 'd for Him appears, ! 
Sables for bis and her loſt Darling wears, 4 
She Aebs in Storms, and Weeps in Seas of | 

Tete . 


LEE 


333 


On the Death of the 


Ev'n Earth that does the precious Relicks ſhroud, 


Laments | the Treaſure that ſhou' d make he 


Proud: 


Alone exempred from the gen ral Care, 


= The Skics rejoice to have regainl their d 


1 4 
4 


 Profane Diſeaſe: The Crime had been te too 


great, 


In only Batt'ring of to fair 2 Seat! 
| Which ſpighrfully thou quite haſt undermiq' d, 


5 Becauſe the bright Remains would Riill have 


ſhin' d: 
So Envious Rome no Method « cou'd employ), 


Fair Carthage to Subdue, but to Deſtroy. 


Mute are the Groves, where Happy Shop- 
_ herds lung, N 


nd 7 bilamel once more > has ofl her Tongue; ; 


5 F he! Palm and Myrie Gl ades no longer pleaſe: 


C\ pre: 8 and Ye 


are now the on y Trees. 


Ile 


Counteſs of Dorſet. 239 

The curhfull {tObjedts, molt Endearments have, ) 
: The Uncouth Vale delights, andgloomy Cave> 

Can pleake, | becauſe it repreſents1 the Grave. 
Tears our Refreſhment are, our ſole Relief, 

To give Deſpair free ſcope, 

Io fer the Sluces ope, 


And row! with the Imperuous' Tide of Grief. 


Let the next Age the coltly Tomb prepare, 
To her ſhrin'd Image come, and ſeek her there; 
The Preſent rears, beyond the Pow' r of Art, 


A breathing Monument i in ev vy Heart. 


What Rher rick can divorce, what Charms 
2 of Veile, N 


The Sighing 1 Mother ſrom her Darling J Hearſe 
To trace her Features, and her Vircues paint, py 
In Form an Angel, as in Life a Saint; 

Are Themes ill ſuited to a Parent's Grief, 
The Food of Sorrow, an | unkir d Relief: 


Y 2 Os 
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340 5 On the Death of the 


One only Sov' reign Balm ſick Nature bears 
A Sympathizing Royal Mourner O Tears: : 


Thou gh Gods, nor Goddeſſes, may fate reverſe, | 


Our Goddeſs Weeping Conſecrates the Hearſe, 


Pchold, forlon the Muſes Patron laid, 5 


: With Mourning Cupids in the Cypreſs ſhade ; 1 
of Fate, nor cruel Skies, he once complains, 
But inwardly the Conflict deep ſullains, „„ 
The Rrogling Tumult! in 1 his Breaſt refrains. * 


O DORSET, 2903 our Worthlels Life 
pretend . 


(Whoſe Comforts only on thy y Smiles depend 0 


To Bribe thy Criefs, how pleas d cou d we reſign 


Our Breaths, compound} ing for one Pang of thine. 


5 Our Uſe'cſs 8 Breaths are : render" now in Vain, 


SinceT un! fulN otes n 0 more muſt chear the Plain, 


ö LerNumbers ccaſe, for w hom ſhow d they relieyc 


That can no Comfort to cir Patron; give 


NW 


Counteſs of Dorſet. 341 
Vet, DORSET, Live, in pity to the Age, 
That to Condole thy Lofs forgets its Rage; 
The Impious Age ſtill from one Crime is 285 8 
Mad with Inteſtine Strife, we all agree, 


As in Admirng in Lamenting Thee! _- 


Ler thoſe dear Pledges acres at leaſt, 
: The Living Relicks of the Fair Deceas' d; 
Till Infant Beauty to full Bloom arrives, 
The Mother's Virtues, and her Charms revives 'Y 
Till Dawning Bullurſi to bis Zenith rile, 

And gild (like you) and warm ourNorthernSkies. 
Till then Indulge our deareſt Wiſhes ſcope, Fs 
Next Ages DORSET, Britain's ſecond Hope: 


EE 
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C H LG O R I 8. 


* 5 ir Chal Sally. 


For you. Ae fo entirely Fair, 


t Hs. I cannot 892 your on. 


Did my unwary Heart furprize, 


| Nor will l ſy ear it was your Face, 


Vour Shape, or any nameleſs Grace 5 


2 To Love a part, injuſtice were; 


No drowning Man can know which drop 


Of water his laſt breath did ftop; 


- So w hen the Stars in Heaven appear, 


Anu joyn co make the Night log k cicarz 


To CHL O RIS. 

The Light we no one's Bounty call, 

But the united work of all; 
He chat both Lips, or Hands adore, 
Deſerres them only, and no more; 


But I Love all, and every. part, of 
And nothing leſs can eaſe my Heart. 
Cupid that Lover weakly ſtrikes, 9 15 


Who can n expreſs what 't ris he likes, 
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By the ſame Author. 
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 Urelia, Art thou mad : 

. To let the World in me | 
Envy Joys 1 never had, 

1 And ecnſure them in Thee. 


— 


19 
5 
0 
. 
C 
1 
45 
4 
5 


Fil. d with grief f for 1 is paſt 
Let us at length | be wiſe, 
And the Banquet boldly taſle, 


Since we have paid che price. 


Love does eaſic Souls deſpiſe, 
: Who loſe themſelves for Toys, 
And Hape for thoſe devite, 


Who taſte his utmoſt Joys. 


SON. 348 


Jo be n fie Trifles blam d, 
Like cheirs a Folly is, 


| Who are for vain Swearing Dams d, 
And knew no higher Bliſs. 


0 ſhould [ ike the Year be Crown'd, 
i With ſweet variety; 1 


Hope ſhould i in the Spring be found 
Kind Fears, and Jealouſic. 2G 


In the Summer Flowers ſhould riſe, 
Andi in the Autumn Fruit; 


| His Spring doth elſe but mock our Eyes, 
| And in a Scoff . 
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E the foe Author. 


They wither under cold Delays, 


* 


ovE ſtill has fomething of the Sea, 
From whence his Mother role ; 


Not time his Slaves: from doubt can fre; 
Nor give their Thoughts re 


They are bebe din cleareſt Days, 
And! in rough Weather toſt; 


Or: are in ; Tempeſts loſt, 


One while they ſeem to touch the Port, 


Then ſtraight into the Main, 
Some angry Wind, in cruel ſport, 
Their Veſſel drives again, 


SONG. 247 


% #+ Kong 
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At fiſt, Diſdain and pride they fear, . 1＋ 
Which if they chance to bea. 
Rivals and Falſhood ſoon appear | 


In a more dreadful Sha HY 


14 


By ſuch degrees t to Joy they come, 
And are ſo long withſtood, 


$o ſlowly they receive the Sum, 


Ir nds does them good. 


Tis Cruel to prolong a Pain; 
| And to defer a Bliſs; 
Believe me, gentle Hermoine 


No leſs Inhumane i is. 


An Hundred Thouſand Oels; your Fears | 
Perhaps would not remove; "Po 
And if | 822d a Thouſand Years, 


cou” 'd a deeper Love, 


DIA- 
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that Happineſs 
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F 


But grant, O grant 
Which only does remain. 


# 


1 


Tis fitter much for you to gueſs, 


Than for me to explain 
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DIALOGUE 


BETWEEN 


AMINTAS and CELIA. 


9 


— — 5 
6 * 6 — 


He the fone Author. 


— 


Mintas, 7 am come alone, 


According as I faid ; 

But whither is thy Honour flown: 2 

[ fear I am betray d; 

Thy Look are chang a, and in the ep ace 


of Innocent De fires, 


Methinks 1 ſee thy Eyes ar d Face 55 


Burn with unuſual Fires. 


FED 714 
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 Aiviniav, Lees not my Celis Nature wear 
One Countenance i in the Spring, 
| And yer another Shape prepare, 1＋ 7 
To bring the Harveſt in: 
Look on the Eagle, how n 
He to the Egg is found, 


= | When he prepares his Pownce to frike | 


His Prey againſt the grouud. 

Fears might my Infant Love become; 
| Twere want of kindneſs now, 
Should Modeſty my Hope benum, A, 


1 


Or check what you allow. 9 


Celia. Amintas, hold, What could you worle 


n To worſt of Women do: 


| Ah! How could you a Paſſion ourſe | 


So much my Honour's Foe 2 ö 


Am ntas. 


A m nr 


Aima. Make not an an Idol of a Toy, | 
Which every breath can! ſhake, 
Which all muſt have, of none enjoy, 
What courſe ſo e er we take, 

; Whib'ſt Women hate, or Men are vain, 

. Vou cannot be ſecure; Phy 
= What makes my Celia chen a pain 


80 fruitleſs to endure? 5 


Celia. Could che World neglect for Thee, 
8 Thy Love, though dear i ic colt, | 
In ſome unkind Conceit of me, 
| Would be untimely loſt; 
Thou would ſt thy own . fear, 
And every heedleſs word 
Ic chance let fall beyond thy Care, 
; Wo ou Id ſome new doubt afford, - 


Ain. 


Celia 351 


35 A Diahge lere 


Amintas. if Ia am Jelous, tis becauſe 
”— know not where you Love; 

With me fulfil Love s gentle Laws, 
And all my Fears remoye. | 


Celia Women, like chings at ſecond hand, 
| Do half their Value loſe; 


e But whilſt all Courtſhip they withſt an d. 
May at their Pleaſure chuſe. | 


| Amintes. This were a doe Diſcourſe, my 
. Dear, 


If we were not alone; 


But now Lore whiſpers in my Far, 


There 8 ſomewhat to be done. 

She ſaid, ſhe never would forgive : 
He Kiſſing, fore ſhe ſhould; | 

; And told her ſhe Was mad to ſtrive 


Again theit Mutual Good. 1 8 5 
What 
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He vow d he Lov'd her dearly well, 


She anſwer'd with a Kiſs 


But ſure not much 


What farther paſt, I cannot tell, 


. 
” 4. 3 — — 


THE = 
LAMENTATIONS 


7 ER EM 7 1H. 


as Mrs. W Wharton. 
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CHAP. * 
The AR GU MENT. 


C erſe 1, The Miſcrable Eſtate of Jeruſalem , 1 i 
reaſon of her Sin. 12. She Complaintth of her 


a 18. And con/eſſeth God 5 Judgments WI 
. e e 


Io doth the Mournful Widow'd | 


City bow 2 


Sbe ths was once ſo great : Alaſs, how low? )- 


5 Once fll'd with Joy, with Deſolation now. 
5 2. Tears | 


The Lamentations of J eremiah. 355 


2. Tears on her Checks, and Sables e on het 
Head; Uh 3 
She mourns het Lovers loſt, and Comſorts Dead 
| Alas, alas, loſt City, where are thoſe, 
So proud once to be Friends, now turn d het 
Foes ? 


3. Judah is gone; alas, to Bondage gone, 


9 5 e the Heathen Judah mourns alone, 


Griev'd, and 1 in Servitude, ſhe finds no teſt, 
Follow'd by none but thoſe by whom oppreſt. 8 


3. The Feaſts of R Lien, no one now attends 


| Unhappy Vin, deſtitute of Friends : . 
Her Prieſts Rill Sigh, and all her Virgins 3 Moucti, 
Becauſe her Gfadneſs finds n now no Return. 


5. Her Enemies are great, and ever _ ? 
Still Forunare, becauſe her Crimes wete hight : 
_ e 


356 The Lamentations of Jeremiah. 
Her Captiy'd Children, ſtill her guilt upbraid, 4 
Who Mourn, whilſt their . Foes Invade. | 


6. Her Beauty which excell'd,is now no more 
That brightneſs which all Nations did Adore; 


Her Princes arc like hunted Harts become, 


Breathleſs and Faint, whilſt che Purſuit goes on: 


Alafs for Nun, all their Strength is gone. 


7 zenſien then thought upon the Hour 
When ſhe was Crown d with Peace, Delight, : 


and Power ; 


Thoughts once ſo Joyful, Mournſul now and 
Vain, | 


he Foc inſults, whilſt ſhe no help fuſtains, > 
an both at her Sabbarhs and her Pains. 


: 8. Her Crimes have c caus d her o be far re· 
mov d, 


= Jeruſalem, who Was 10 well beloy d, | 1 
5 All 


= For I 4 am Vile, and Zion left alone. 33 
„„ 12. Ai 


The Lamentations of Teremiah. 3997 


All thoſe who in her Pride admir'd her Fame, 


Deſpiſe her now, becauſe they've ſcen her Shame: 


Sighing ſhe turns away, with ſhame diſtreſt, 
Amaz'd, Deſpis'd, Deſerted and Oppreſt. 


- 9.Circl'd with Guilt and Shame, ſhe cannot ys 


Her Comforts far remov'd, her End too nigh; 


She vainly chinks, on that tis now too late, 


Behold thoſe Griefs, which no one can repeat, 


5 Her F all is ſteep, and all her Fors are e great. 


10. Her Sanctuary! is by them betray d, 
f Al her Delights they careleſly i invade, 
Even the Heathen, of whom God had aid, 


| They mould not in her Holy Temple tread. 


1K. Her king people ſigh, and give aw ay 


3 For Bread, their Treaſures, leſt cheir Lives decay. 


Conlider, Lord, ſee her with Cares bow 4 down, 


Te 


358 The Lamentations of Jeremiah. 
132. All you who paſs this way, behold and ſee, 


Are my Griefs ſmall? Do others grieve like me? 
Are not theſe Sorrows, under which I bow, 
Wich which the Lord hath brought my Soul ſo 
low? 
Turn back and Mourn with me becauſe my Lord 
: In his fierce Anger doth no Peace afford. 


- 3. He from above hath klames and Horro, 


ſent, 
Circling my Soul with Pain and Diſcontent; 


His Snares, alas, my weary Feet betray, 
Wi hil'ſt Deſolate and Faint, I Mourn all Day | 
For Jon loſt, her Glory thrown away. 


a 14 Our Sins have S thoſe Chains which? 7 
his Command 


Hack faſtn d gow (who can his Power with- + | 
ſtand 5 


tow hey a arc link'd by his unge Fd. 


—— 


The Lamentations of Jeremiah. 359 
The Lord forſakes, and I am now the Scorn 


Ol Enemies, becauſe of God forlorn : 


He was my Strength, and now, alaſs, tis gone. 


15. My Mighty Men are all by him caſt down, 
They're cruſh'd by aumbers, and I'm left alone 
Whilſt ſilently thy Virgin Daughters Mourn, 
un Mournful Cs left Forlorn. 


I For this 1 Weep , and Walle my ſelf in = 
Tears, 


Becauſe her Help s far off, and Sorrow's near: 
Ah, wretched Judah, where! is now thy hope? "= 


Thy Foes ſtill triumph whilſt a Children | 
droop. 


17 Dien ſpreads forth her Arms to be reliey d, 


8 But who can Comfort whom the Lord hath a 
 Griey d. 


b 
b 


360 The Lamentations of Jeremiah. 
Her Enemies encreaſe and flouriſh till, 
- By his Command, by his all- powerful Will. 
Ah, wretched City, ſcorn'd and ſham'd by all, | 
Who can enough lament why dreadful Fall? 


16. vet he is Juſt ; for Iam Guilty sd: 


The Lord, with Righteouſneſs) iS always Crown d. 

b Ye chat paſs by, lee me with Sorrows Drown'd, 
My weight of Sin bath preſs” d meto the Ground. : 

| Who i is it now my Freedom can reſtore? 5 


My Youth and Captive Virgins are 1 no wore. 


19. 1 call'd for all wy. Friends,bur they were: 


Sone; 


Friend To, grows cold, when Miſery comes on: ” 
® With Hunger pin'd, my Prieſts and Rulers Dy'd, 
Ez 1 5 Within my walls periſh 0 myStrengrh and Guide. = 


20. My Crimes were great, l are my Sorrows 5 l 
1 Behold, wy Lord, ſee the Afflicted bow; (now, 


Abros d 


The Lamentations of Jeremiah. 361 


= Abroad th'u nwearied Sword bereaves of Breath, 


And Grief at Home is a more Cruel Death. 


21. All round me hear my Sighs, and lee my. 
Tears, 


Whilſt chere is none that can relieve my Cares: 
My Foes hear, and rejoyce at what is done: BS 
Bur Thou wilt ſurely, Lord, ar laſt return, ! 

5 And chen the Enemy, like | me, will Mourn, 5 


22. Their Crimes are great, turn, Mighty 
Lord, and ſee, 


Afflict em then, as thou Aﬀlicteſt me. 


- My Griefs are great, turn therefore and relent; 
5 My Sighs are many, and my Heart is Faint. 


3 


Hy 3y an Unknown n, 


E © things ſubmit chemſelyes to > your 


Aa Command, 
; Fair Celia, when i it does not Love withſtand ; 


= The Power i it borrowed from your Eyes alone, 5 


by All but himſelf would yield ro,who has none; 


= Were he not blind, ſuch are the Charms you | 


have, 8 5 ü 
| He'd quit his Godhead ro become your Slave; 


Be proud ro act a Mortal Hero 5 part, 


And chrow himſelf, for Fame, onhisown Dart. 


Bur 


To CELIA 363 

But Fate hath otherwiſe diſpos d of things, 

In different Bonds Subjecting Slaves and Kings. 

That Fate (like you, teſiſtleſs) does ordain 

That Love alone ſhould over Beauty Reign. 

By Harmony the Univerſe does move; 

And what is Harmony, but Mutual Love ? 

See gentle Brooks, how quicrly they glide, 
Kiſſing the rugged Banks on either fide, 


Whilſt in their Carpal JM Scream at once they 
| thow, 15 : 


And with them feed the Flowers which they 
| beſtow; 


Though preſt upon by cheir too tude — : 
In gentle Murmurs they keep on their pace 


To their Loy'd Sea; for even Streams have | 
Deſires, 


Cool as they are, they feel Love $ Pow "ful 
Fires, 


And with ſuch Paſſion, has if any Farce. 


Srop, or moleſt emin their Am rous Cons, 1 
| They Mo 


They {well with 1% break down, — ra- 


vage oer 
The Banks they Kiſs'd, the Flowers ey fade 
before. 5 

Who would reſiſt a an Empire o Divine, 
Which Univerſal Nati re doth enjoyn2 


Suh mit then Celia e're you be reduc'd : 


For Rebels Vanquiſhr once, are vilely x bed. 

And ſuch are you, when ere you dare obey 
Another Paſſion, and your Lov e berray. 

You arc Love 5 Citadel, by you he reigns, 85 


1 An d his proud Empire O er the World maintains; 1 


e truſts you with his Stratagems and Arms, 5 


His Frowns, his Smiles, and all his Conquering - 


Charms, 5 
wy Beauty 8 no more but the dead Soil which Love 


Manures, and does by wiſe Commercei improve; | 


i Sailing by Sighs, through Seas of Tears, he ſends 5 


| gn r from Foreign Hearts, for your own 
Ends — Cheriſh 


| T CELIA -: 
Cheriſh a Trade ; foras with Indians ww. 
Get Gold and Jewels for our Trumpery ; 
So to each other, for their uſeleſs Toys, 
Lovers afford Ineſtimable J oys. 
But if you re fond of Trifles, be, and Starye ; ; 
Your Gugaw Reputation preſerve; 

Live upon Modeſty and Empty Fame, 
1 Foregoing Senſe, for a Fantaſtick Name. 


8086 


8 0 N 6 
By 4 Perſon of Honour. 


A 5 he ws in che Plain, his Arm under his 5 
5 Head, e MN, 


And his Flock feeding by, the fond Celadon fad, 5 


II Love's a Sweet Paſſion, v by docs it Torment? 


I a Bitter (laid he) whence are Lovers Content: j 


Since I ſuffer with Pleaſure, hes ſhould [ com- 
plain, 


Or grieve at my Fate, when! know, tis in vain 


5 Vet ſo pleaſing the Pain i is, lo {oft is the Dart, 


| That at once it both Wounds me, and Tickles 


; my Heart. 5 
To my ſelf [ſigh often, without knowing why; 


> And when Abſent from Phillis, methinks | could 55 


Diez) 5 
But 
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But Oh ! what a Pleaſure fill follows my Pain; 
When kind Fortune do's help me to ſee her again. 


In her Eyes (the bright Stars that foretel what's 


to come, 


; By ſoft ſtealth now randrhen! examine my Doom. 


1 preſs her Hand gently, look languiſhing down, 


| And byPaſlionateSilence | make myLove known. 


Bur Oh! how I'm Bleſt, when ſo kind ſhe 900 8 


prore, 
5 By ſome willing wiſtake t to ) diſcover her Love; 


When in ſtriving to bide, . the reveals all her 


Flame, 


And our Eyes cell each other what neither dare 


Name. 


1 O N G. 


* Mrs. Wharton. 


ow hardly I conceal” d my 7 Tears Y 


How oft did 1 complain, 
8 When many tedious Days my Fears 
Told me 1 Lov'di in vain * ? - 


Bur : now my Joys as wild are grown, 
And hard to be conceal'd : 


Sorrow may make a ſilent Moan, 


But Joy will be erereal'd, 


tell 


S O NG. 


„ 


I tell it to the Bleating Flocks, 
Jo every Stream and Tree, 
And Bleſs the Hollow Murmuring Rocks 
For ng back to me. 


Thus you may ge with how N 7 97 
We Want, we Wiſh, Believe; 3 


'Tis hard ſuch Paſſion to Deſtroy, 
Bur eaſie t to Deceive. 


A 


Mr. 9 * 


AND HIS. 


1 We miſe "Tug 


3 ; 5 the Earl oh Orr. 7 


——— „ l 


UR Wi it, till C5517 did its luſire . 0 
5 | 0 May be reſembled to the firſt Threc Days, 3 
In which did ſhine only ſuch ſtreaks of Light : 
ds ſerv⸗d but to diſtinguiſn Day from Night: „ 
. 1 
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But Wit breaks forth i in all that he has done, 
Like Light when twas united in the Sun: 


The Poets formerly did lie in wait 
Jo rifle thoſe whom they would imitate? 


We Watch' d to rob all Strangers when they writ; 
And learnt their Language but to ſteal their Wit. 
He from that Need his Country does redeem, | 


Since thoſe who want may be ſupply d from him: 
5 And Foreign Nations now may borrow more 
From Conley, than we could from them before : 2 
Who chough he condeſcended to admit 
The Greeks and Romans for his Guides i iti Wit 
Let he thoſe Ancient Poets does purſue; 
But: as the Spaniards great Columbus do j- 


He taught them firſt to the New World to ſteer, 


1 Bur they poſſeſs all chat is precious there. 


When fiſt his Spring of wir begun to flow, | : 


F is taisd iti i ſore, Woridet and Sortow 166, _ 
ns S343 "That 


= In the Death of Mr. A. Cowley. \ 
That God had ſo much Wit and Knowled ge. 
| lent, 


And that they 1 were not in his Praiſes theme. 


But thoſe who i in his Davidcis look, 
Find they his Bloſſoms for his Fruit miſtook ; 
In diff ring Ages diffrent Muſes ſnin d. 
nac ad ca the Sf is Rip the 
LR Writing | for Heaven, he was inſpir'd from | 
5 thence, 5 855 


| And from his Theam deriv d his Influence. 


5 The Scripture will no more the Wicked fright; XL. | 


— His Muſe does make Religion a Delight. 


Oh how ſey erely Man i is us Id by Fate! 


75 The Coyetous toil long! for an Eſtate; 


And having got more tl than their Litec can ſ pend, 5 


5 They may bequeath 1 it ro oa Son, or Friend: 


But 
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But Learning (in which none can have a ſhare, 
Unleſs they climb toit by Time and Care, 
Learning, the trueſt Wealth which Man « can n 
have) = 
Does, with his Body, periſh in his Graye: 3 
To Tenements of Clay it is confin d, 
Tho tis che Nobleſt Purchaſe of the Mind : 


| Oh, why can we thus leave our Friends poſſeſt 
Of all our Acquiſitions but the beſt > 


Sill when we tudy Conly, x we 4 
1 That to the World he was no longer lent ; 


Who, like a Lightning, ro our Eyes was : 
ſhown, 


So bright he ſhin'd, and was ſo quickly gone. 
Sure he rejoyc d to ſee his Elame expire, | 
Since he himſelf could not have rais d it higher; 
Eor when wiſe Poets can no higher flie, 


_ They would, like Saints, in their 5 die. 5 


* 


A 3 e | Though 


374 On the Death of Mr. A. . Cowley, 


4 Though Beauty ſome Affection in him bred, 
et only Sacred Learning he would wed; 


Li By which ch'llluſtrious Of ſpring of his Brain, 


Shall oyer Wit's great Empire ever Reign: : 
His Works ſhall Live, when Pyramids of Pride 


She ink to ſuch Aſhes as they long did hide. 


That Sacrilegious Fire (which did laſt Year 
Leyel thoſe Piles which Piery did reat) 

| Dreaded near chat Majeſtick Church to „ 
Where Engliſh Kings, and Engliſß Poets lie : "I 
It at an awful diſtance did expire, 
Such pow'r had Sacred Aſhes oer that Fire ; : 
Such as it durſt not near that Structure come 
which Late had order d to be Covle)'s Tomb; 

And Twill be full preſet yd, by being ſo, 

F rom what the rage of future F lames can do. 


Marerial Fire dares not chat place infeſt, 


Where he who had immortal Flame docs reſt. 


There | | 
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There let his Urn remain; for it was fit 


| Amongſt our Kings to lay the King of Wit: "BY 
By which the Structure more renown'd will 
prove orgs oe 
For that — y than for all | * F $ 


ws on THE: 


DEATH 
0 F 1 

| King CHARLES II. 
Writ at that Time, 


By the Right Honourable = 
Charles Montague, Baron Halifax. 


A Arexel, Great chli, Monarch of Bleſt 
1 8 Renown, Ss 
The beſt Good Man, that ever fill d a W 


Whom Natu re, as her higheſt pattern wrought, 
And mixt borh Sexes Vertues i in one — 


Wiſdom 
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| Wiſdom for Councils, Bravery in War, 
With all the mild Good-nature of the Fair. 


| The Woman's Sweetneſs remper'd Manly Wit, 


And Loving Power did Crownd with — 
neſs ſit; 


His awful perſon Reverence engag d, 
n Which mild Addreſs and Tenderneſs aſſwag'd: 
Thus the Almighty Gracious King above, 


Does both command our Fear, and win our 8 
Love. 


With Wonders born, by Miracles 1 d, 

A A Heavenly Hoſt the Infant” 8 Cradle ſerv d, 

And Men His healing Empire 8 Omen read, 

5 When Sun with Sari, 8 and * with Night, 
agreed. RN 

His Youth for valourous Patience was renown 4d, 5 

Like David, perſecuted firſt, then Crown! d. 


: Lov'd i in all Courts, admir d where c er he came, 


At once our c Nation 8 Glory, and its Shame : 'M 
They : 


378 Cu the Death of King\ Charles II. 
They bleſt the Ie, where ſuch great Spirits 
Abhorr d the Men, that could ſuch Worth expel. 
To ſpare our Lives, He meekly did defeat mo 
Thoſe Saul. b whom n Aſſes made * 
great: 25 


i Waiingaill K Heavens Election ſhould be ſhown, | 


. And the Almighty ſhouid his Unition own; | 
5 Aud own He did.-His powerful Arm ae d, N 


And Iſrael, the Beloy'd of Ged, obey'd : 
: Call'd by His Peoples Tears, He came, He cas 2 
The groaning Nation, the black Storms appeas d : 


| Did greater Bleſſings, than He took, afford, 
England it Self, was more, than He, Reſtor d. 


Unhappy Albion, by ſtrange Ills oppreſt, 


In various F eavers toſt, could find no reſt ; 
| Quite ſpent and wearied, to His Arms She fled, | 


And reſted on His Shoulders, hee £ fair bending 1 


Head. 


| to 
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In Conqueſts Mild, He came * — 
king, 


No Crimes, no provocations, chang 4 His Mind: 
No Malice ſhew'd, no Hate, Revenge, or Pride, 
But Ral d as Meekly, as His Father Dy d; 
Eas d us from end leſs Wars, made Diſcords ceaſe, 
f Reſtor d to Quiet, and maintain'd in Peace : * 
A mighty Series of new Time began, 
And rowling Years i in joyful Circles ran. 
Then Wealth the City, Buſineſs fill? d the Port, 
; To Mirth our Tumults t turn d, our wars toſ port: 
: Then Learning flouriſh'd , ion Arts 4d 
ſpring, a 
And the glad 2 prun d their drooping wing. 
Then did our Hing Towers Improvement know, 
- Who now Command as far as Winds can blow. 55 
. With Canvas wings round all the Globe they 
fly, | 
And, built by Charles His Art, all; Storms dc - 5 
To 3 


380 Un the Death of King Charles II. 

| To ex ty Coaſt with ready Sails are hurl d, 
Fill Us wich Wealth, and with our Fame the ' 
World: 3 
From whoſe Diſtractions Seas do us divide We: 


Their Riches here in floating Caſtles ride. 
We reap. the Fyarthy Indians Su eat and Toil, 
, Their Fruit, without the Miſchiefs of thei Soil. 


Here in cool Shades their Gold, and Pearls re- 
ceive, | 


5 Free from the hear, which Joes hole luſtre give. 
In Perfian Silks, cat Eaſtern Spice ; ſecure 
From burning Fluxes, and their Calenture. 


Under our Vines upon the peaceful Shore, 


85 7 We ſee all Enrope toſt, hear Tempeſts roar : 


0 Rapine, Sword, Wars, and Famine rage Fry 


While Choles theit Hoſt, like Jove from Idi, 
awd; 


Us from our Focs, 26d from our ſolves did ſhield, 
Our Towns from Tumults , „ and from Arms the 


Field. 5 
For 
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For, when bold Factions Goodneſs could diſdain, 
_ Unwillingly He ug'd a ſtraiter Reign: 
In the ſtill gentle Voice He loy'd to ſpeak, 


But could with Thunder harden'd Rebels break. 


Yet though they wak'd the Laws, His render 
Mind 


Was undiſturb'd, in | wrath ſeverely Kind. 
; Tempting His Power, and urging to aſſume ; * 


Thus Jove i in Love did Semele conſume. 5 


As the flour Oat, when round his Trunk the : 


Vine 0 


: Does ig ſoft wreaths,and amorous foldings twine, 


3 Eaſie and ſlight appears: The Winds from far 


Summon their noſie Forces to the War; 


But chough lo gentle ſeems his outward form, 


7 His hidden firengrh outbraves the loudeſt Storm: 


Firmer he ſtands, and boldly keeps che Field, 


Showing ſour Minds, when unprovok d, are : 


mild. 


So 


3382 On the Death of Ring Charles II. 
So when the Goon Man made the Crowd pre” 
ſume, 128 | 
 Heſhow'd himſelf, and did the King Aſſume 1 
For Goodneſs in Exceſs may be a Sin, 


Juſtice muſt tame, whom Mercy cannot in. 


8 Thus Winter fixes the unſtable Sea, 


And teaches reſtleſs Water conſtancy, 
Which under the warm influenee of bright days, 
_ The fickle motion of cach Blaſt obeys. | 
Io bridle Factions, top Rebellion's courſe, 
| By eaſie Methods, vanquiſh without Force, 
Relieve the Good, bold ſtubborn Foes ſubdue, 
Mildneſsi in Wrath, Meeknes i in Anger ſhew, 0 


5 Were Arrs, C Great 2 His Prudence only 
knew. 


. To fright the Bad thus awful Z. SY rolls; 


While the bright Bom ſecures the Faithful 
Souls, 
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Such is thy Glory, Charles, thy laſting Name, 
Brighter than our proud Neighbour's | guilty 
gy 3 „ 
More noble than the Spoils, tlat Battels yield, 
Z Or all che empty Triumphs of the Field. 
'Tisleſs to Conquer, than to make Wars ceaſe, 
And without fighting awe the World to Peace : "= 
For proudeſt Triumphs from Contempt ariſe, 1 
The vanquiſnt firſt the | Conquerours Arms 
deſpile. 


Won Enſigns are the guudy marks of Scorn, 
They brave the Victor firſt and then adorn. 


| But poke Monarchs Reign like Gods; while 
none 
” Diſpure, all Love, Bleſs, Reverence their Throne. 
Tygers, and Bears, with all che Savage Hoſt, 


: May Boldneſs, Strength, and Garing Conqueſt 
boaſt; 


gut 
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But the ſweet Paſſions of a Generous Mind, 
Are the Prerogative of Humane-kind, 
= The Godlike Image, on our Clay impreſt, 
= The Darling Attribute, which Heaven loves beſt. 


In Charles, ſo good a Man and King, we ſee 


A double Image of the Deity. 
Oh! Had He more reſembled It Oh why 
EE Was He not til more like; and could not die 5 
Now do our Thoughts alone enjoy His Name, 
And faint Ideas of our Bleſſing frame ! 1 
In 7 hames, the Ocean s Darling, Engl nd's Pride, | 
The pleaſing Emblem of his Reign does glide. 


5 2 ham-s, the Support and Glory of our Iſle, 


Richer chan T, agus, or egyptian Nite. 


Though no rich Sand in him, no Pearls are 
„ 


Yet Ficidsrejoyce, his Meadows laugh around; 


EN LeſsWealth his Boſom holds,j, leſs guilty Stores, 


For he exhauſts himſelf, Cencich the Shores : 
Mild, 


- 
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Mild, and Serene, the peaceful Current flows, 
No angry Foam, no raging Surges knows. 


. No dreadful Wreck upon his Banks appears, 


His C bryſlal Stream unſtain ' d by Widows « 
Tears, 


His Channel ſtrong and caſie, deep and clear. 
No Arbitrary Inundations {weep 
The Plowman's Hopes, and Life into the deep 


6 
„ 
The Even Waters the old Limits keep. Y 


But oh! He Ebbs, the ſmiling Wavesdecay, x 
(F or ey er, Lovely Stream, for ever ſtay! $L 


To the bl ack Sea his fi ent courſe does bend, 
Where the beſt Streams, the longeſt Rivers ey 
His {porle(s wy aves chere undiſtinguiſnt paſs, 
None ice how Clear, how Bounteous, Sweet 


He was. 


No difference, now, (though late fo x zuch) ig 


ſeen, 


T wirt Him, fierce Rhine, and the [mperuous 


Ow" ; 


1 Put 
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386 On the Death of Hing Charles II. 


But lo! The Joyful Tide our Hopes reſtores, 
And dancing Waves extend the wid'ning Shores. 
FAMES is our CHA LE S in all — bur 


in Name: 
Thus 7 lane. is h loſt, yet ſtill the ſame. 


ON 


N 0 * ES 


MA RR F | \G E 


MAR 


WITH 
The Prince of ORAN GE 


* 


„ Edmond waler, in e Jes ear 167 77 


ä ——— 


— 


A >. oncethe Lyon Honey gave, N 
dur ofthe Strong ſuch Sweetneſs carne; : 
: A Royal Hero, no leſs brave, „„ 
Produc *d this Sweet, this Lovely Dame. 


5 b 2 = 1⁰ 


388 7 On the Marriage 
To her the Prince; That did oppoſe 
Such Mighty Armies in the Field, 
And Fivlland from prevailing Foes 
Could lo well free, himſelf does yield. 


Not B: ges Fleet (his high Command) 
Which Trimumphs where the Sun does riſe, 
Nor all the force he leads by Land, 

Could guard him from her Conqucring Eyes. 


Orange With Youth Experience has, 
In Action Young, in Counſel Old: 
Orange i is what Auguſtus was, 


Bras e, Wary, Provident and Bold. 


On that fair Tree, which bears his Name, 
Bloſſoms and Fruit at once are found 


$7 In him we all admire the ſame, 


His Flow ry Youth Wi h wildem Crown'd. 


Em pirc 


8 


of the Lady Mary, &c. 38 9 


Empire and Freedom Reconcil'd, 
In Holland are, by Great Naſſaw, 
Like thoſe he ſprung from, Juſt and wild, 


To willing People he gives Law. 


Thrice happy Pair, © none Ally'd 
In Royal Blood, and Virtue too; 


Now Love has you together ty d, 
Let none this Tripple Knor undoe. 


| The Church ſhall be the aver place; 
Where Streams which from the ſame Source run, 
(Tho' divers Lands a while they grace) 


United there 0 make onc. 


- A thouſand Thanks the Nation owes 
To Him that does protect us all, 

: For while he thus his Niece beſtow”, 

About our iſle he builds a VV all. 


390 02 the Marriage, &c. 
A Wall like that which Athens had, 


By th'Oracle's Advice, of Wood : 
Had theirs been ſuch, as Charles 15 made, 
Thar Mighty State till now had ſtood. 


oN 


| Reading Mr. Hallers 


'FO OE M 8. 


; == Sachariſſe! 1 not to love 


The Man, whole Verſe wou v Rocks to Pity | 


move: 
f Er e ſince Aupbion * they Senſe retain, 
| And Verſe may {often all things but Diſdain. 


5 As Him the pointed Lightning of y your Hees, 
Ale che bright Beauries of his Wit ſurprize. | 


In vain like Him 1 ſigh, in vain 1 mourn, 
For Wall 8 Muſe has Sachariſes 5 Scorn. 


34 
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WITH 


Milos Paradiſe Loſt. 


8 


And how the firſt Fond Lover was s undone ! ! 


EE here hob bright the Fir born Virgin 


ſhone ! | 


Such pow erlul Words our wen Mother 
ſpoke, 
As Milton's are, and ſuch as 3 her Look. 


Tour's the beſt Copy of th Original Face, 
: Whoſe Beauty was ro farniſh all her Race. 


Your Charms no Author can cſeape but he; 


There's no w £4 to be ſafe, bur not ro ſee. 


IN 


Imitation of Mikron. 


— — ũͥ - — — —— 
— — 


Sing Heavenly Muſe, 
7 bas e, Jet in Proſe or Rhyme, 
A Shilling, Breeches, and Chimera s dire. 


H che Man, who void of Cares and : 
5 | Strife, 3 


In Silken or in Leathern purſe retains 


A ſplendid Shilling : he nor hears with pain 
N ew Oyſters cry'd, nor lighs for chearful Ale ; 


But with his Friends, when night!y ] Miſts BY 
To Juniper " or Magpye, or 7 own-Hall repairs 
Where mindful che Nymph. whoſe wanton Eye 
5 Transfix dhis Soul, and kindled Am' rous Flames, 


Chloe or Phillis, he each Circling Glaſs 
Wiſherh her E ealth, and Joy, and equal Love. 


Mean 


884 Hr Imitation of Milton. 
5 Mean vides ſmoaks, and laughs at merry Tale, 


Or Pun ambiguous, or Canundrum quaint, 

But! whom griping Penury ſurrounds, | 

And Hunger, ſure Attendant upon Want, 

With ſcanty Offals, and ſmall acid Tiff 

(Wrerched Repaſt) my meagre Corps ſuſtain: 

Then Solitary walk, or doze at home 

In Garret vile, and wich a warming puff 
Regale chill d Fingers, or from Tube as black 
"- AS Winter's Chimney, or well. -poliſh'd ett, 

5 Exhale Mundungus, ll perfuming Smoak. 
Not blacker Tube, nor of a ſhorter Size 


Smoaks Cambro Britain (vers i in Pedigree, 


Sprung from Cadwalader and Arthur ancicntKings, 


Full famous i in Romantick rale) when he 
— 1. many a craggy Hill, and fruitleſs Clif, 
” Upon a Cargo of fam d Ceſtrian Cheeſe, 


155 High over-ſhadowing rides, with a deſgn 


To vend his Wares, or at the Arvonian Mart, 


Or Mardin, © or the ancient Town 


_ Hight 


x Imitation of Milton. 395 
Hight Morgannumia, ot where Yagd's Stream 
Encircles Ariconium, fruitful Soil, 

Whence floy Nectateous Wines chat wellmay vie 

With Maſſc, Setian, or Renown'd Falern. 

Thus while my joy leſs hours! lingring ſpend, 
With Looks demure, and ſilent Pace, a Day, n 
| Horrible Monſter bated by Gads and Men, 
To my aerial Citadel aſcends ; 1 

With Vocal Heel thrice thund'ring at my Gares, 7 

With hideous Accent thrice be calls; 1 know 
B The Voice ill boding, and the ſolemn Soundz 

What ſhou'd I do, or whithet turn? amaz d, 

Confounded, to the dark Receſs 1 fly 


Of VVoodhole; ſtreight my briſtling hairs ere, 
My Tongue forgets her Faculty of Speech, 
So horrible he ſeems; his faded Brow 
Entrench d with many a Frown, and Cenic Beard 
And ſpreading Band admir d by Modern Saint 
2 Diſaſtrous Ads forebode in his Right band ; 

Long Scrolls of Paper ſolemnly he waves, 
VVich 


396 4 Imitation of Milton. 
With Characters and Figures dire inſcribed, 


 Grievous to mortal Eye, (ye Gods av ert 


Such plagues from righteovs men) behind him 
Another Monſter, not unlike him elf, e 


ot Aſpect ſullen, by the Vulgar called 
A Catchpole, whoſe pollured hands the Gude 


With Force incredible, and Magic Charms 
Erſt have indu'd, if be his ample Palm 


| Should haply on ill. fared Shoulder lay 
Of Debtor, freight his Body to the touch 
Obſequious (as Whilom Knights were wont) 
Io ſome enchanted C aſtle i is convey d, 


Where Gates impregnable, and coercive Charms 


In durance vile detain him, till in form 


of Money, Pallas ſet the Captive free, 

= Beware, yel Debrors, when ye walk, beware, I 
Be circumſpectʒ oft W: ich inſiduous Ken; 
Thi 8 Caitiff eyes your ſleps aloof, and oft. 
Lics perdue 1 ina Creck or gloomy Cave, 


From t to enchant ſome inadvertent wretch 
K Vin 


| Grimalkin to Domeſtick Vermin ſworn 
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With his unhallow'd rouch. So (Poets f ing) 


An everlaſting Foe, with watchful eye 
Lyes nightly brooding ore 2 chinky gap, „„ 
Portending ber fell Claws, to choughtleſs Mice ” i 
Sure Ruin So her diſembowell d web, 


The Spider in a Hall or Kitchin ſpreads, 
Obvious to vagtant Flies: ſhe ſecret ſtands | 

Within her woven Cell; the Humming Prey 
Regardleſs of their Fate, ruſh on the toils 
Inextricable : nor Will ought avail 


Their Arts nor Arms, nor Shapes of lovely Hue 
The Waſp inſidious, and the buzzing Drone, 
And Butrerfly pre ad of Fexpanded wings 

= Diſlinct wich Gold, entangled in her Snares, 


Uſeleſs reſiſtance make: with eager ſtrides, 


She tow” ring flies to ber expected Spoils; e | 
Then with envenom'd Jaws the vital] Blood 2—x i 

Drinks of reluctant Foes, and. to ) her Cave | | 
Their bulky Carcaſſcs rumpf hant drags. 
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Syj, paſs my days, But when Nocturnal Shades 
This World invelop, and th inelement Air : 
Perſwades Men to repel benumming Froſts, 
With pleaſant wines, andcrackling blaze of wood: 
Me lonely fitting, nor the glimmering Light 
Of make. weight Candle, nor the joyous talk 
Of lovely friend delights; diſtreſs d, forlorn, 


Amidſt the horrors of the tedious Night, | 


Darkling I ſigh, and feed with diſmal Thoughts 


My anxious Mind; ot ſomerimes mournful Verſe 


. due, and ſing of Groves and Myrtle Shades, 


Or deſperate Lady near a purling ſtream, 


Or Lover pendent o on a Willow tree : 


” Mean while I labour with eternal drought, 
And reſtleſs wiſh, in vain, my parched Throat 1 
Finds no Relief, nor heavy Eyes Repoſe: 


But if a Slumber haply do's invade on: 
| My weaty Limbs, my Fancy till awake, 


| Longing for Drink, and eager in my Dream, 


by ue Imaginary Pots of Ale, 


Awake} 


In Imitation of Milton. 39 | 
Awake, I find the ſettled Thirk——— 


Still gnawing, and the n Phantom curſe. 


—— ts a) GO es — 
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Thus do I live, from Pleaſure quite debarr'd, 
Nor taſte the Fruits that the Sun's genial Rays 
Mature, John Apple, nor the Downy Peach, 

Nor Walnut in rough- furrow d Coat ſecure, | 1 

Nor Medlar Fruit delicious in decay; ; 


afflictions great, yet greater ſtill remain, 


8 My Gallgulins chat have long withſtood 


The Winter's Fury, and encroaching Froſts, 
hy time ſubdu d, (what will not time ſubdue oy 


= A horrid Chaſm diſeloſe, with Orifice 
Wide diſcontineous; at which che Winds 


Eurus and Auſter, and che dreadful force 
25 Of Boreas, that congeals the Cronian waves 
Tumultuous enter with dire chilling Blaſts, 


85 Portending Agues. Thus a well. fraught Ship 


5 Long Gai d ſecure ot chrough the Egean Deep, 
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Or the Tonian ," till Cruſing near 
The Lilybean Shoar, with hideous Cruſh 


On Scylla or Charibdis dangerous Rocks 
She ftrikes reboundin g. hence the ſharter 0. 5 


So fierce 4 Shock unable to withſtand, 
Admits the Sea, in at the gaping Side 


The crowding Waves guſh with imperuousRage, . 


5 Reſiſtleſo overwhelming ; Horrors ſeize m” 
The Mariners, Death in cheit eyes appears, (pray: | 


8 They ſtare they lave, they pump, they ſwear, they 
Vain Eftorts, ſtill the battering Waves ruſhin 


. Implacable, till delug'd by the foam, 
The Ship ſinks found ng in che vaſt abyſs. 
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'L 
c Har! x put off with One Denial £ 


And not make a Second roa: 
: You might ſee my Eyes conſenting, 


All about me was relenting: 
Women oblig'd to dwell in Forms, 
Forgive the Youth who boldly ſtorms. 
II. 


| Lovers, when you Sigh and Languiſh 
| When you rell us of; your Angriſh ; 


© 
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Or the Ionian, till Cruſing near 
The Lilybean Shoar, with hideous Cruſh 


On Scylla or Charihdis dangerous Rocks 
oe She ſtrikes rebounding,whence the ſhatter” 10k. 


So fierce 4 Shock unable to withſtand, 
Admits the Sea, in at the gaping Side 
The crow ding Waves guſh with impetuous Rage, 
Reſiſtleſo overwhelming ; Horrors ſeize 

The Mariners, Deathi in their eyes appears, (pray: 


: They ſtare they lave, they pump, they ſwear chey | 
Vain Efforts, ſtill the bartering Waves ruſhin_ 


| | Implacable, till delug'd by the foam, 
The Shi P ſinks found Hog in the vaſt Abyſs, 
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1. 
u put off vin One Pease 
And not make a Second Tope 
You might ſee my Eyes conſenting, 


All about me was relenting : 
Women oblig'd to dwell in Forms, 
Forgive the Youth who boldly ſtorms. 
JE; 
Lovers, when you u Sigh and Languifh 
When you tell us of your Anguilh ; 


MER, 
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we love to try how far Men dare, 


To the Nymph you'll be more pleaſing, 
When thoſe Sorrows you are cafing : 


And never wiſh the Foe ſhould ſpare. = 


: TE 2 
By Mr. Check, 


kight Cynthia > Power, Divinely Great} 


What Heart is not Obeying ? 
A Thouſand Cupids on her wait, 


And in her 530 are Playing. | 


2 She terms the Queen of Love to  ceigh, 
| For ſhe alone diſpences 
Such Sweets as beſt can entertain ö 


The Gult of all the Sences 
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5 Her Face a Charming Proſpect brings; 


Her Breath gives Balmy Bliſſes: 


| 1 beat an Angel when ſhe Sings, 


And taſte of Heaven i in Kiſſes, 


Four Sences thus ſhe Feaſts with Joy, 


From Nature 8 chiefeſt Treaſure : 


8 Let me the other Sence 1 25 
And I ſhall are with Pleaſure, 


"yl 


THE 


ADVICE. 


Addreſs'd to a Friend. 


e = 
7 Hat has chis Life t make ir worth our 
Care 5 


What mighty Charms can 3 We delery 
Which can ſo great a Plague ſo much endear, 


Or ſo ignably' make Us fear todyez 
II. 
I We by v various af Fons are  difirett;. 
And daily toſs d in Life's e . 


why ſhould We thus the friendly Dart deteſt, 
And fy f the e Bleſing which affords Us Eaſe 
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II 


Fierce Anger, ſordid Ks and deep Deſpair, 


With all the Paſſions which degrade the Man; 


All theſe We can with ſervile Patience bear, 


And, ho i6 compharly Wrerghee; fill live on. 
: Iv. 


x Or elle, perhaps, We Love; the angry pain 
Re Detains Us Slaves to what will plague Us moſt: 


O! how we fondly bug thignoble Chain ? 


Til Reafon is in n Folly" 8 Mazes loft 1 5 


= Ev n, mae, We ſurvive the Loſs of Thee, 
15 Thou chieſeſt Bleſſing which Mankind can know, : 
- When, if We will our ſelyes, We may be Free, 


And foar above the wo and ſee the Earth 
below. 


The ADVICE. 
— N 
Condemn'd to Scorn, to Poverty and Shame, 
Deſpis'd by All, or pity'd, which i is Worſe; 
i We but Live, if We ut Breathe, We name 
That Life one Bleſſing; tho our greateſt Curſe, 85 


497 


VIII. 5 
The Gout, the Stone, like Martyrs We endure, 
| Thoſe Torments which our dear-bought Plea- 


ſures give, 
; Wich all the Tortures which tel their Cure 


We freely bear, and all i in hopes to Live. 


vi. 


| Our Eaſe is cranſient, and our Hopes as vais; | 
With Force renew'd cheAmbuſh'd Foe returns, 
The poor Diſeas d finds, with redoubled Pain. 


The Cure and the Diſeaſe torment by turns. 
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IX. 

3 But tho? unſhaken Reaſon does proclaim, 
That there's Eternal Eaſe among the Dead; 
5 we quake, We ſicken at the Bug bear Name, 
And ear almoll performs the work we dread, 


X. 
Tell me, deluded Mortals, rell me chis, 
Why we who are expos Sd to Fortunes Hate, 
Who ſee no Proſpect of advancing Bliss, By 
Should i drag a Life, and love rh'oppreſlive 
(Weight 
Come chen,wy Friend, with equal Cares dſteſt, - 
Thou too kind Partner of reſiſtleſs Grief, 
Tet s on to Death, the ſureſt Way ro reſt, 
And court che eue Tyrant for Relief. 


SS. * 
+ WR ” PSF | 
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Pindarique O D E. 


Ha LADY. 
Hat art thou Spleen,which every ve 
V doit ape? f : 
| Thou Proteus ro abus d Mankind, = 
Who never yet thy hidden Cauſe cou'd find, 
Or fix Thee to remain in one continu d ſhape ; 3 a 
Still varying thy perplexing Form, 
Now a dead Sea thoult repreſent 


5 A Calm of ſtupid Diſcontent, f 
Then Gabin 8. on the Rocks wilt rage into a Storm: 


Treu 
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Trembling ſomerimes thou doſt appear, . 


Diſſolv d into a panick Fear. 


On Sleep intruding do'ſt thy Shadows ſpread, 


Thy gloomy Terrors round the lent Bed, 


— And crowd with bodingDreams the melancholy x 


Head. 


Or when the mid. night Hour is told, 


5 And drooping Lids thou ſtill do 't waking hol a, 9 


Thy fond Deluſions cheat the Eyes; 
Before em antick Spectres dance, 


Unuſual Fires their pointed Heads advance, 


And aiery Phantoms riſe. 


Such was the monſtrous Viſion ſeen, 


When Brutus (now beneath his Cares oppreſt, 


2 And all Rome's Fortunes rolling in his Breaſt, 


Before Philpi s lateſt Field 
Before his Fare did ro Of avins yield) 
Was wine by the im. ; 


Fallty 


The SPL E E N. 411 
1 5 
Falſly the mortal part we blame 


Of Our depreſs” d and pond rous Frame, 


Which, till thefirſt degrading Sin 
Let Thee, its dull attendant, in; 


Still with the other did comply; 

Nor ciogg'd the active Soul, diſpos'd to fly, 

And range the Manſions of its native Sky : 

Nor whilſt in his own Heaven ee 3 
Whilſt Man his Paradiſe poſſeſt, 
His fertile Garden i in the fragrant. Eaſt, 

And all united Odours ſmelt. 
: No pointed Sweets until thy Reign . 
Cou d ſnock the Senſe, or in the face 
A fluſh, unhandſome Colour place : 5 

: Now the Fonquil o'recomes the feeble Brain, 

We faint beneath che Aromatick —_— 
Till fome offenſive Scent thy Powers appeaſe - 
Ang Pleaſure we ref ign for ſhort and nauſeous 6 


kae. 
New 
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| III. 
Ne are thy ? Motions, and thy Dreſs, 1 
In every one thou do'ſt poſſeſs: 
Here ſome attentive ſecret Friend 
Thy falſe Suggeſtions muſt attend, 
Thy whiſper d Griefs, thy fancy'd Sorrows hear, 
Breathe d in a Sigh, and witneſs'd by a Tear : 
2 Whilſt i in the light and vulgar Crowd 


Thy Slaves more clamorous and loud, 
- By laughter unprovok'd thy Influence too confeſs 8 


1 


In the imperious Wife thou Vapours art, 
Which from 0 re. heated Paſſions riſe 
5M clouds to the attractive Brain, £ 


Until deſcending thence again a 
Thro the o'recaſt and ſhowring Eyes, 


U pon che Husband's ſoftned Heart, 
He che dilputed Point muſt yield, 
Something reſign. of the conteſted Field; 


Til 
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"Till Lordly Man, born to Imperial Sway, 
Compounds forPeace to make his Right away, 
Aud Woman arm'd with Spleen do sſervilely obey. | 
„„ 
The Fool, to imitate the VVits, 
Complains of thy pretended Fits; 
And Dulneſs, born with him, wou'd laß 
Upon thy accidental Sway; 
Becauſe thou do'ſt ſometimes preſume | 


Into the ableſt Heads to come, 
That often Men of Thoughts ref d, 


Impatient of unequal Senſe, 

Such flow Returns, where they ſo much dif: 
penſe, 

Retiring from the Crowd, are to o thy Shades 
- confin d. 

In me, alas! thou doſt too much prevail, 

1 feel thy force, while! againſt thee rail? 


; 1 feel of Verſe decay,und my crampt Numbers 
3 
Through 
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Through thy black Jaundies Tall Objects bh 
As dark and retrible as Thee; 


My Lines deery'd, and my Im ployment thought 
An uſeleſs Folly, or preſumptuous Fault; i 
While in the Muſes Paths I ſtray, 
While in their Groves, and by their Springs, 
My Hand delights to trace unuſual things, 

And deviates from the known and common way: 


Nor will in fading Silks — | 

| Faittly th inimitable Roſe : 

Fill up an ill drawn Bird, or paint on Glaſs 
The Sovereigns blur d and undiſtinguiſh's Face, 
= The threatning Angel and the ſpeaking Aſs. 5 


V. 0 
patron thou art of every gos abuſe, 


The ſullen Hulband's feign d excuſe, . 
When the il humour with his Wife he ſpends 


And bears recruited Wir andSpirics to hisFriends, l 


' The 


The SPLEEN. 
The Son of Bacchus pleads thy Power, 


As to the Glaſs he ſtill repairs, 
Pretends but to remove thy Cares; 


Snatcht from thy Shadesone gay and ſinilinghour, 
. And drown thy Kingdom with a Purple Show'r. 


when the Coquet whom every Fool admires, 

Wou' d in variety be fair, 

And ſhifting haſtily the Scene, 

From light impertinent and vain, 
Aſſumes: a ſoft and melancholy Air, 
And of her Eyes rebates the wand ring Fires, 

: The careleſs Poſture, and the Head reclin d; 


The thoughtful and compoſed Face 
Proclaiming the withdrawn and abſent Mind, : 
Allows the Fop more liberty to gaze; 


: Who gently for the tender Cauſe enquires: 
The Cauſe indeed is a defect in Senſe; 
Bur ſtill the Spleen's ala. and ſtill the dull : 
Pretence. 


But 
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Bur theſe are thy fantaſtick Harms, 
The tricks of thy pernicious Rage, 
Which dothe weaker ſort engage; 

Worſe are the dire effefts of thy more powe ful 

Charms. e 

; By Thee, Religion, all we know 5 

That ſhould enlighten here below, 

Is yeil'd in darkneſs, and perplext 
Wich anxious Doubts, with endleſs Scruples vext, 

_ And ſome reſtraint . from each . 

-. + Rue; 

WhillrTaſt not, Touch! not t What is freely giv en; 
: I bur che Niggard's $ Voice diſgracing bountedus : 


| Heaven: 
'F 'FromSpeech reſtrain d by hy deceits abus d, þ 


To Deſarts baniſh'd, and in Cells reclus'd; 
Miſtaken Votaries to the Powers Divine, 
While they a purer Sacrifice deſign .. 


= Do bur the Tow: adore ,andworthip at thy Shrine: | 


Ina 
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vn 
In vain to chaſe Thee, every Art we iy; 
In vain all Remedies apply; 
In vain the Indian Leaf infuſe, 
Or the parch' d Eaſtern Berry bruiſe; | 
Some paſs in vainthoſe Bounds, and nobler 


Liquors uſe, 


Now Harmony in vain we bring, : 
Inſpire the Flute, and touch the string; 5 
From Harmony no help i is had; 

Muſick bur ſooths Thee, if too ſweetly ad ; 
And if too light, but turns Thee gayly mad. 
Not skilful Lower thy Source cou a find, 
Or through the well · diſſected Body trace 


The ſecret and myſterious Ways, 


: By which thou do'ſt aw and prey upon the — 


Mind; 
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7 Tho' in the Search, too deep for humane 
＋ bought, 

Wich unſucceſsful Toil he wrought, 

Til in purſuit of Thee himſelf was *** Thee 


caught; 1 
Retain d thy Priſoner,chy acknowled gd Slave, 
And ſunk beneath thy Weight to a lamented 


Grave. 


Proſpe ct of DEATH 
A n E SSA J. 
del Onmes una manet Nox, 


Et C alcanda ſemel via Lethi. Hor: 


Sc we can die bur « once, and aſter Death 


Our State no alteration knows z 


But when we have relign' J our Breath, 
Th Immortal Spirit goes 


T6 endleſs Joys, of everlaſting Woes : 
: Wiſe is that Man, who labours ro ſecure 


The Mighty, and Important Stake; 
And by all Methods ſtrives to male 


. His Paſſage ſafe, and bis Reception ſure. 5 


42 


Meer r 
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Meerly to dye, no Man of Reaſon fears * 
For certainly we muſt, 


As we are born, return to Duſt: 


. 'Tis the laſt Point of many ling? ring Years, 
But W hicher then we go, 


Whither, we fain wou'd know: 


But humane Underſtanding cannot ſhow, 
This makes us tremble, and Creates 


Strange Apprehenſions in the Mind; 

Fills it with reſtleſs Doubts, and wild Debates, 
f Ci oncerning what, we, living. cannot find. 
None know what Death is bur the Dead Z 
Therefore we all, by Nature, Dying dread, 


As a ſtrange coubrſul way, we know not how a” 
" tread.- - 


* 

| | When t to the Margin of the Grave we come, 

And ſearce hay e one black painful Hour to wn 

| No Hopes, no ProſpeRof a kind Reprieve, 
1 0 ſtop our ſpeed: y Paſſage £0 the Tomb ? 


Dow: 
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How moving, and how mournſul is the ſighit; 


How wond'rous pitiful, how wond'rous ad; 
Where then is Refuge, w here is Comfort to be nad 


In the dark Minutes of the dreadful Night, 
"TO cheer our drooping Souls for tlicir am: in 


flight. 2 
 Feeble, and languiſhing in Bed we lye; 
Deſpairing to Recover, v oid of Rell; 
Wiſhing for Death, 4 yer. afraid to dye: 
Terrors and Doubts diſtract our Breaſt, 
With mighty Agonics ang mighty Pains oppreſt. 


ba 
Our Face is moiſtned with a clammy Swear: . 
Faint and irregular the Pulſes bear. 5 
The Blood unaQtive grows, 
And chickens as it flows, 
 Depriy 4 of a) us Vigour, all its vital Heat, 
Our dying Ey es row] heavily abour, 


Their Light” s juſt going out; Te: 
D fd; And 


„ A ProſpeA of Death. 
And for ſome kind Aſſiſtance call; 
Bot pity, uſeleſs p pity's all 


Our weeping Friends can give, 
Or we receive: 
Tho their Deſires are great, their Pow rs are ſmall. 


The Tongue s unable to declare, | 
The Pains, the Griefs, the Miſeries we beae : J 
How inſupportable our Torments arc. 
5 Muſick no more delights our deaſning Ears, 
; Reſtores our Joys, or diſſipares our Fears, 
But alli is melancholy, all is ad, 

Hh Robes of deepeſt Mourning EY 

For every Faculty, and every Senſe 


Partakes the Woe of this dire Exigence. 
V. 
T Then we are ſenſible too > late, 


Tis no advantage to be Rich, or Great: 


x or all the ſollome Pride, and Pageantry of State 
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No Conſolation brings. 
Riches and Honors then are uſeleſs Things, 
Taſtleſs or bitter al 
And like the Book which the Apoſtle eat, 
To che ill-judging Palate ſweet, 
But turn at laſt to Nauſeouſneſs and Gall. 
5 Nothing will then our drooping Spirits cheer. 
But the remembrance of good Actions paſt 
Virtue's a Joy that will for ever laſt, 
: And makes pale Death leſs terrible appear, 
Takes out his baneful ſting,and palliates our fear, 
In the dark Anti · chambers of the Grave, 
What would we give, c'en all we have, 
All that our Care and Induſtry had gain d, 
All chat our fraud, our Policy, our Art obtain 05 . 
Could we recal thoſe fatal Hours again, 
Which we conſum? din ſenſeleſs Vanities, 
Ambitious Follies, and Luxurious Eaſe; ; 


For then they urge * our Terrors and enereaſe our 
Pain. 


54 ; Our 
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V. 
Our Friends ſtand weeping by, 
Diſſolyd in Tears to ſee us dye, 
And plunge into the deep Abyſs of wide Eternity · 
In vain they mourn, in vain they gricve, 
Their Sorrows cannot our's relieve; 
They pity our deplorab e eſtate : 


But what, alas! can Pity do, 
To ſoſten the Decrees of Fate 8 


1 Pelides, the Sentence is irrevocablet too. 


All their Endeavours to preſerve our[Brearh, 
Tho they do unſucceſsful prove, 
Shown us how much, how renderly they love; 
. Bui cannot cut off the Entail of Death. 


oh Mournful they look, and croud abour our Bed. 
One with officious haſte, 


= Brings us a Cordial, we want ſenſe to taſte; 
: Another 5 raiſes u P our Head : 


1 


1 | Propet of Death. . 
This wipes away the Sweat, that ſighing cries, 
See what Convulſions, what ſtrong Agonies, 
Both Soul and Body undergo, 

His Pains no intermiſſion know ; 
For every gaſp of Air he draws, returns in Sighs. 
5 Each would his kind aſſiſtance lend, 
To ſerve his dear Relation, or his dearer Friend; 


A But ſtill in yain with Deſtiny they all | contend. 


vi. 
Our Father, pale with gricf and watching grown, 
Takes our cold hand in his. , and cries adicu, 
Adieu, my Child, now! muſt follow you; 
Then weeps, and gently lays i it down. 
Our Sons, who in their tender Years 
5 Were Objects: of our Cares and of our Fears, 
- Come rrembling to our Bed, and kneeling cry, 
Bleſs us, (6) Father! now before you dye; 
| Bleſs us, and be : you bleſt x to all Eternity. 


a 8 


426 A Proſpefi of Death. 
"I Friend, whom equal to our ſelves we love, 
| Compaſſionate and kind, 

Cries, will you leave me here behind, 
Without me fly to the bleſt Seats above * 
Without me, did! ſay ? Ah, no! 
without thy Friend thou canſt not 20; ki; 
For the thou leav ſt me proveling here below, 
My Soul with Thee ſhall upward fly, 
And bear thy Spirit company, 


DR hro che bright paſſage of the yielding Sky. 


| Ew n Death that parts thee from thy ſelf ſhall be | 
Incapable to ſeperate 
(For tis not in the Power of Fate) 

My Friend,my beſt, my deareſt Friend and me. 
But ſince i it muſt be ſo, farewel, | 
For ever; No! for we ſhall meer agen, 
And live like Gods, tho now we dye like Men, N 


e tn the Eternal Regions, where juſt Spirits dwell. 


= 
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Vll. 

The Soul unable longer to maintain 
The fruitleſs and uncqual ſtrife, 
Finding her weak Endeavours vain, 
To keep the Counterſearps of Life ; ; 

| By flow degrees retires towards the Heart, 

And fortifies chat little Fort, 

With all the kind Artilleries of Art 
Botanick Legions guarding « every part. 

But Death, whoſe Arms no Mortal can repel, 

A formal Scige diſdains to 3 

dummons his fierce Batalions to the Fray, 

Andi in a mintue ſtorms the feeble Citadel. 
Sometimes we may capitulate, and he 

Pretends to make a ſolid peace : : 
But tis all Sham, all Artifice, 


That we may negligent and careleſs be. 


48 A Prope of Death. 


For if his Armies are withdrawn to day, 


Andwe believe no Danger near, 
But all is peaceable, and all is clear, 
His Troops return ſome unexpected way, 
While in the ſoft Embrace of Sleep wely "be 
The ſecret Murderer Stabs wh and wed ye. 5 


Vn 
Since our firſt parents fall, 
; Inevitable Death deſcends on all; 


A portion none of humane Race can miſs 


But that which makes i it ſweet or bitter, is 


The Fears of Miſery, or certain Hopes of Bliſs : 


For when the Impenitent or Wicked dye 
Loaded with Crimes and Infamy , 


If any Sence at chat ſad time remains, 


They feel amazing Terrors, mighty pains 8 
The Earneſt of that vaſt ſtupendious Woe, 


5 Which they to all Eternity muſt undergo; 


Confind in Hell With ey erlaſting Chains. 
Infernal 
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Infernal Spirits hover in the Air, 


Like ravenous Wolves to ſeize upon their Prey . 


And hurry the deſperate Souls away 
To the dark Receptacles of Deſpair, 


Where they muſt dwell ill that tremendous 


* 


day, 


when the loud Trump ſhall call em to appear 


Before a Judge moſt rerrible, and moſt ſevere : : 
By whoſe Juſt Sentence they muſt | 8⁰ 
'To everlaſting Pains, and endleſs Woe; 1 


Which always: are : extream, and always will be FR 5 


1x 
But the good man, whoſe Soul is pure, 
Unſported, regular and free 


F rom all the ugly ſtains of Luſt, and Villany ; 4 
Of Mercy and of Pardon ſure, 


Looks chro the darkneſs of the gloomy Night, ; 


And ſees the dawning of a glorious Day; 
| Lees crouds of Angels ready to convey 


430 A Proſpect of Death. 


His Soul, when ere ſhe takes her flight 


FE. To the ſurprizing Manſions of immortal Light 


Then the Celeſtial Guards around him ſtand: 
Nor ſuffer the black Demons of the Air 
J oppoſe his paſſage to the Promis d Land 


Or Terrify his Thoughts with wild Deſpair; DL, 
But all is calm within, and all without is fair. 


His Prayers, his Charity, his Virtues preſs 
To plead for Mercy when he wants it moſt; 
Not one of all the happy Number's loſt : 

i And thoſe bright Advocates nere want Succeſs. 


5 Bur when theSoul's releas from dull Mortality: 


She mourns in Triumph thro' the Sky, 
Vnited to a glorious Throng 


Of Angels, who with a Celeſtial Song, 
9 C e her R as ſhe flies along 


11 therefore all 4 quit aho stage 


wen, or how ſoon we cannot : know, Oe 
e But 


A Proſpect of Death. 431 
Pur late, or carly, we are ſure to go, | 


Inthe freſh Bloom of Youth, or wither'd Age; | 


: We cannot take too ſedulous a Care. 


In this important, grand Affair; 1 


For as we dye, we muſt remain. 


| Hereafier all our hopes are vain 
To make our Peace with Heaven, or to return 
again; 
The Heathen, who 1 no better underſtood, 


Than what the “Light of N: ature taught, decla rd 
No future Miſerics could be prepar d 


F or the Sincere, the Merciful, the Good; 
But if there were a State of Reſt, 


They ſhould with the ſame 1 0 be blelt 


As the Immortal Gods, (if Gods there ed 
„ 


We have the 8 of Eternal Truth, 
They who live well, and pious Paths purſue, 


Io Man, and to their Maker true, 
Lev m Expire i in Age or Youth, 


Age 


432 A Profpeft of Death. 
Age or Youth can never miſs 
Their way to Everlaſting Bliſs: 

But from a World of Miſery and Care 
| To Manſions of eternal Eaſe repair; 
1 Where Joy in full perfection flows; 

And in an endleſs Circle move 

Thro'the vaſt Round of Bearific Love, 

Which no Ceſſation knows. 


PRO: 


* it a 


PROLOGUE 


18 THE 


Fare of CAP U 4. 


5 ; 1 5 


5 the 2 Charl done 0 


Orr Bard reſolvd to dur cis wicked 
Town, | os 


And all Poetick Offic ices lay down; 
| But che weak Brother was drawn in again, 
| And a Caſt Miſtreſs tempted him to Sin. 


Thus many a Cautious Gallant i in this Throng, 
May Wed when Old, whom chey Debauch'd 


when Young, 


F 


e They! pack a crowded Audience theThirdDay. 1 


434 Prologue to the Fate of Capua. 
Thus the repenting Fair Ones vow in van, 
From Cards, from Love, from Scandal to refrain; 
For Eafter over, they relapſe again. ) 


To Write well's hard, but! appeal to y all, 
Ist not much harder not to Write at all. 
Some Men mut Write, for Writing Q their Diſcaſe, 


And every Poets fue one Man to pleaſe, | 
Some medling Coxcombs, rather than bi ſtill, 
And perfectly do nothing, muſt do ill. 

Some are with buſy Dulneſs ſo ore run, 

They ſeem'deſign'd byHeav'n to derb be Town. 5 
Let when theſe Fools have > ſpawn'd d ons fiekly = 


Play, 
We have ſo many greater Fools hs they, 


This Poet has no ſly Inveigling Arts; 


95 He'l try to gain, but he'l not ſteal your Hearts. 


Eis Mule is Ruſtick, and perhaps too pl an, We 
. The Men of {queamiſh Taſtes to entertain: 


We 
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Who none; but Dutcheſſes will daign to toaſt,” | 
5 And Favours only from Front Boxes boaſt. 


5 That s all Grimace, when Appetites are good, FT. 

Be as Dreſs courſe, the Air and Manners F | 
wit | 
* 


You can take up with wholſom Fleſh and 


Blood. 
0 5 Bur he deſpairs of pleaſing all the N ation, 


Tis ſo debauch'd with Whims of Reformation. 

Has done his beſt; here is no Wanton Scene 

| To give the Wicked Joy, the God] y Spleen : ED 

N.̃t one poor Bawdy Jeſt ſhall dare appear; " 
For now the batter d Veteran Sfrumpets here, 


Pretend at leaſt to bring 2 modeſt Ear. 


Tb Here iS ſome Love, tis true, ſome Noiſe, ſome War, 
Enough to pleaſe the Bella, the Beaus to ſcare, | 
Some buſtling Patriots too, ſome Rabble. rout, 

And Senators of the Weak- ſide thrown out. 


E, e 2 . But 


456 Nele to the Fate of Capua. 
Bur in all. this, here's nothing can Offend; 
Nothing to loſe an ancient midnight Friend; 


He hopes chen, when his Cauſe comeson;they' 
all attend. 


Let Critick Fog RECTOR) tis vaſt Ts ola 8 
And all Good Chriſtians Curſes then were ſpent. 


E b . 


11 c — 


EPILOGUE, 


By C ollonel Codtington. 


P Oets fine Titles for Themſelves may bind 


I think'm the Fool-mongers of Mankind. 
The Charitabie Quacks indeed pretend 


They Trade i in Fools only choſe Foolsto mend: 


: Yetfthey would ſcarcethe nauſeousrask endure, 
| Bur that, like Bedlam: Doctors, they are ſure > 


To get by ſhewing Fools they cannot Cure. 3 
Equal i in this, all Plays muſt be conſeſt; 
Fool iS the Fay' cite Diſh of the whole Feaſt, 
In Farce the Wir SA Fool, or Fool SA Witz 
5 In Comedy, the Beau pretends a Right. 
But Tragick Writers ſtil agree to Plot, 
The greateſt Hero, for the greateſt So. „ 
2 Ee . 


\ 4 
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438 EPILOGUE. 


Our Bard, Cindulge your T alle with vaſt de. 
light, 


Sery dupa Senate fallof Fools to o Night, | 
Some buſt led harch lor Hannibal, and ſome 
Wou d venture all the Brains they had for Rome: 


Thus fighting Fools ſupport ambitious Knaves ; 
Whoc'er prevail d. rhe c apuans {till were 5 


. eee Pair of Friends ſhine far above the reſt, 


Wirth double ſhare of Fool and Hero bleſt. b 
Our Lover wou d not tempt theLady o Honour; 5 
V had he bold! ly puſh'd, and fairly won her. 


; Y ou! ail allow he wou 'd lelsharm havedoneher . 3 


Joys well contriy d, are had at eaſier Price; 

Tha i Heav n, our Britiſh friends are not ſo nice. 
Our molt i important Fool is ſtill behind; 
The Man was Ma: ry d, Sirs, and Sick i in Mind 5 


5 "Twas a meer Whim of Honour coſt his Life; 
8 Tue iqueamiſh Capuan wou'd not ſhare his Wife, 


5 Why, wives arc Wives, and he that villbe billing, | >a, 1 


Mul not think Cuckoldom deſerves a killing. 


War | 
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What if the gentle Creature had been Eiſſing, 


Nothing the Good Man marry'd for was miſſing: 


Beſides, the Rights of Ladies Sacred are ; 

2 He ſhou'd have been content with er ed 8 
fare. | 

Bur ſhe, by her coy Gallant's Crime was good; 

And was not Won, becauſe ſhe was not Woo'd, 

Had he the Secret of his Birth · right known, 


"Tisjodds the faithful Annals wou d have ſhown, . 


The Wives of half his Race, more luckier than | 
his own, — 8 


ANACRO 0 11e 
5 FROM THE 


Gaunn of MENAGE. 


O Nee at a Bally young Cupid py'd oo 
: The flower of Youth and Beauties pride 


os Divine Corinns; in whoſe Face, | 


Smiles every Charm, and every Grace. 
fle ſaw the Fair, he run, he flew, 


- And round her Snowy Neck he threw. | 
His Arms, and cry d with cager joy 
Kiſs, Mocher, kiſs thy deareſt Boy : 
Corinne, who was chaſteas fair, 85 


| 


Thy name of Myber bludrQto hear, = 


" 


An ANACREONTIQUE. 441 
And Virgin Modeſty betray d 
The ſmall miſtake her Charms had made. 


: The little God being ver d to find 


> Hinaſelf miſtaken, and thought blind, 
Bluſh'd too; I faw his ſparkling eyes, 
And in his Checks the colour riſe. 
Thou ſhauld'ſt not thus uncaſic be, 
But glad that thou fo well can & ſee: : 
Tis He young Cupid, Fe i is blind, 

” Who can t this plain reſemblance, find, 


But trub ro diſcern between 
Corinna and the Cyprian Queenz 


| They're both ſo equally Divine, HE 
Requires a nicer Eye than Thine. 


5 ** 
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FROM THE | 
| Greek o ME NAG "0 


We Hen us the freer the aui cold 1 


| And cryd che kigiee, ber darling Son; 
* hiſs was the reward to be beſtow'd, 


More ſweet than Nec, or Ambrofial F ood: 
Your Son, the Fugitive you ſeck, is here, 93 
; Within my Breaſt is hid the Wanderer: Ki 
Give me, kind Goddeſs, give the charming tp, 

| Or bid fair Celia, and i N the Bliſs. : 


To 


2 1 s: 


1 . iT ruin 
Anbiliuu Step-Mother. 


— A N you 2 8 me, gentle Fair, 
por the hard part I made you wear? 
For baſtning Death ere you bad try” d, 
The Pleaſures of a Wiſhing-Bride. 
5 Touch d te the Quick, Wit 'sJudges cry, 
She is too good, too fair ro dye; 


And the ſtrong Concern diſcovers, 

That every Cririck is a Lover. - 

Oh ! [ think have a Heart like them, „„ 

| That melts at the Reſiſtleſs Flame : tg 
With them I own, that Age and Care : 
; Should plow no Furrowsin the Fair: ; 


” 
* 


6 
< 


That 


444 To AMEST RIS. 
That you ſhould ne er grow old, nor dye, 


But know Eternity of Joy. 
That Springing Youth, and Roſy Bloom, 

Should always be, and be to come : 

Like them! know you form d to bleſs 
Some Amorous Youth to vaſt Exceſs; 


To Sigh and Murmur while he preſſes, 
While with Fury he poſſeſſes: 
To give the happy, happy Swain 
| Pleaſure: fo fierce, it 'salmoſt Pain. 
Al this and more Ifadly knew, PA 5 
| That all theſe Charms, this Heay 'nly ven, 
Fate for ſome other did deſign, 5 
Nor ever, ever could be ms. 
Die chen! ſaid,  Ameſtri dic, bent 
5 Let all the reft be curs'd as I. 


De I „ "= * 1 
HANS CARVEL. 
 Imitated, 


Ai C arvel, __ and Old, 
by | Married a Laſs of London Mould; 

, Handſome enough, extreamly Gay, 
Lov'd Muſick, Company, and Play. 
| High Flights ſhe had, and wit at Will; 
| And ſo her Tongue lay ſeldom Still : 

| For in all Viſits, who but ſhe, 85 

To Argue, or to Repartes? 2 

5 Se made it plain, that Human Paſſion 
Was order d by Predeſtination : 5 

That if weak Woman went aſtray, 


: Their Stars were more in fault than they. 


| Whole 


45 De la renne s Hans C arvel. 


Whole Tragedies ſhe had by Heart, | 
Enter'd into Roxana's Part. 


| Toſpill a HatedRival's Blood, 


"The Adion certainly was go 

. But like a Vine, young Ammon curl'd; 
ih That dear Conqueror ofthe World! ! 

She pitied Betterton i in Age 


= That Ridicul'dthe & God-like Rage. 5 


She firſt of all the Tan 1 told, 


1 Where neweſt India Things were eld; | 


So i ina Morning, without Bodice, 


TT | Slip ſometimes out to Mrs. 7 ad By 


5 To cheapen Tea, to buy a Screen; 3 


= What elſe i in Gods name could ſhe mean? 


For ro prevent the leaſt Re proach, 

5 Betty went with her i in the Coach. 3k 
But when no very great Aflair 

g Excited her peculiar Cue, * 


h .D 


be 


De la Fonddin s Hans Caroel. 
She without fail was wak d at Ten, 3 ; 
Drank Chocolate, then flept again. 1 15 0 
At Twelve ſhe roſe, with much ado | 
| HerCloarhs were hudrd on by Two. 2 | 
. Then, Does my Lady Ane at home? Y + 
Yes Sure but is the Collonel come 2 


Next how to ſpend the Afternoon, 
And not come home again roo ſoon: = 


17 

4 bb 
of — 
1 * 


8 The Change, the City, or the Play, | 
As each was proper for the Day. 
A Turn in Summer to Hi. pot, 
When it grew collerably dark. 


| Wives Pleaſure cauſes Husbands Pain... | 


Strange Fancy” s come in Hanss Brain: 10 


<0 thought of what he did not name; 


And wou d reform. but durſt not blame; 
At firſt he therefore preach'd tos Wife 
: The Comforts of a Pious Life; 1 


Told 


* = — — —: nts is My ng en Oe 8 
. 22... ˙‚—— ... ot Bao if nr 
| . 5 I 
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| 448 De la Fontain's Hans Carvel. 
Told her how tranſient Beauty was, 
That all muſt dye, and Fleſh was Graſs. 


— "=o bought her Sermons, Pſalms, and . 
And doubled down che Uſeful Places: 1 


But till the weight | of worldly Cares 


Allow d her little time for Prayers. 


And Cleopatra was read ore, 
While Sc.-t and Wake, and Twenty mote, 
That teach one to deny one's ſelf, 
. Lay unmoleſted on the Shelf. 


-- An untouch'd Bible grac'd her Toiler, | 


No fear that Thumb of hers ſhould ſpoil it it wh 

In ſhort, the Trade was ſtill the ſame = 
The Dame went out, the Collonel came. 
What s to be done, poor Carvel cry dz 2 


5 Another Batt'ry muſt be tryd. 
Whet if to Spells had recourſe; ; 


"Tis but to hinder ſomerhing worſe? | 
The End muſt juſtifie the Means; 
He only ſins, who jill Lincends. : 


OP 


De la Fontain's Hans Carvel. 449 


Since therefore tis to combate Exil, 


Tis ous ro r the Devil. 


Fontbwith the Devil did appear, 
(kor name him, and he's always near ) 
Not inthe Shape in which he plies 
At Miſs's Elbow when ſhe lies, 
Or ſtands before the Nurs'ry-doors, 
Jo take the naughty Boy that roars 3 


5 But without Sawcer-Eye or Claw, 


Like a grear| Barriſter at Law. 


Hun Caroel, lay aſide your grief, 


FI The Devil ays——1 bring relief. 


Relief, lays Hans ; pray let me crave 

Your Name, Sir---Satan, Sir, your Slave : 

| 1did not look upon your feet; 8 
You'll pardon me- Ay. now Ie * 

And pray Sir, when came vou from Hell 5 

Our Friends chere, did | you leave em well? 2 


Te Mi 
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450 De la Fontain's Hans Carvel. 
All well---But prithee Honeſt Hans, 


Says Satan, leave your Complaiſance, + - 
The Truth 18 this, I cannot ſtay 


Flaringi in San ſhine all the day : 


For entre nous , we Helliſh Sprites, 


; Love more the Freſco of the Nights: 
And oftner our Receipts convey , 
In Dreams, than any other way. 

I rell you therefore as a Friend, 
ie Morning dawns, your Fears mall end. = 
Go then this Evening, Maſter Car vel, 

a Lay down your Fowls, and broach your Barrel: 
Let Friends and Wine diflolve your Care, 

Whilſt I the great Receipt prepare. 

To Night I'll bring it, by my Faith; 
| | Believe, for once, what Satan ſaith. 


Away went Han, glad nor a lee, 4 
Obey d the Deviltc to a a title. | 


 Invied | 


De la Fontaines Hans Cardel. 45 1 
Invited Friends ſome half a dozen, 


Ihe Collonel and my Lady's Coꝛen. 
The Meat was ſerv d, the Bowls were crown d, 


Catches were ſung, and Healths went round. 
Modiſh Ratafia for the Cloſe, - 

Till Hans had fairly got his Daſe. 

The Collonel roaſted to the B Beſt; 

The Dame w ent off to be undreſt. 


The Chimes went Twelve the Gueſts withdrew, 


5 But when, or how, Hans hardly knew, 


Some Modern Anecdotes aver 
He nodded in his Elbow Chair. 
From chence 1 was car: ry'd off to bed, 
Join held his Heels, and Nan his Head. 
My Lady was diſturb'd new Sorrow ! 


Which ans mult anſwer for to morrow. 1 


In Ia Bed chen view the Happ TS E Pair, 


And chink how Tim: 7 tri amph d there, . 


. | 

. 
r 
. 


Dear Hans, ſaid he, rhis Jewel, t ake, 


452 De la Fontain? $ Hans C arvel, 
Hans faſt aſleep, as ſoon as laid, 
The Duty of the N ight unpaid. 
The waking Dame wich Thoughtopprefi, 
That made her hate both him, and reſt. 


By ſuch a Husband, ſuch a Wife, 


Twas Acme's and Seprimic s$Life. 

The Lady ſigh'd, the Lover ſnor d, 
- The punctual! Devil kept his word, 

Appear'd to Honeſt Hans again, 
(But not at all by Madam ſeen) 
And giving | him a Magick Ring, 
Fit for the Finger of a King. 


And wear it long for Satan s ſake; 


— * will do your buſineſs to a Hair, 
For lang as you this Ring ſhall wear, 


n=” lure as I look over Lincoln, 


: That nc'er ſhall happen which you ink an. 
ws Hans took the Ring with Joy extream, 950 
Lal ili; was only in a Dream) 


\ 


De la Fontain's Mew Carvel. 453 


And chruſting i it beyond the Joint, 

'Tis done he cry d, Ive gain'd my Point. 
What Point, ſaid ſhe, you ugly Bealt 2 
You neither give me Joy nor Reſt. 


'Tisdone — What's done, youdrunken Bear I 


You've thruſt your Finger G--d knows where. 


1 
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Boats Printed for Ralph Smiths, as the 


Bible, under the Royal Exchange. e 


F. R. S 


| Onthred's Key of the Mathematicks in Engl, T9 
in which ſome Problems left Unanſwer'd by the 
Author and Reſolv'd, Recommended by Capt. 


Edrard Halley, Fellow of the Royal Society. 


De Jure Maritimo et Navali; Or a Treatiſe of 
Affairs Maritime and of Commerce , , by Charles 
Ms lioy, late Barriſter at Law. The 5th Edition. 
The Holpital Surgeon, or a new gentle and 
caſie way to Cure ſpecdily ail Sorts of Wounds, 
and other Dilcales belontzing 7 to Surgery, as alſo 
a Diſcourſe on Diſcover'd Bones, and a wayto 
dreſs after Trepanning, with a new Inſtrument _ 
Invented by the Author, in 3 Parts. By Mr. Bel- 
loſte, Surgeon, Mailer to the French King 5 Hol pi 


tals to his Army in Italy. 


Geography Recliſicd : or a Piſeriprion of 
* the. World, in all its Kingdoms, Provinces, 
Countreys, Illands, . Lon ns, „ Seas, Rivers, GE 


He Geographical Grammar, being a Shott | 
and Exact Analyſt's of the whole Body - 
of Modern Geography, after a New and Curi- 
ous Method; and Collected from the beſt Au- 
thors, and lluſtrated with Divers Maps. The 
3d. Edition. Enlarg'd by Pat. Gordon, M. A. 


Books Printed for Ralph Smith, 


Bays, Capes, Ports; Their Ancient and Preſent 


Names, Inhabitants , Scituation, Hiſtories , 


Cuſtoms, Governments, c. As alſo their Com- 


modities, Coins, Weights, and Meaſures, Com- _ 


pared with thoſe at London: Illuſtrated with 


Seventy Eight Maps. The Fourth Edition, En- 


larged. By Robert Morden. 
Sir Walter Rawleigh 's Hiſtory Abridged : With 


his Genuine Remains: viz. Of the Firſt Inven- 
tion of Shipping, . A Relation of che Addion at 


Calis. 


A Dialogue berwixt a Jeſuit and a Recuſant. 12 
An Apology for his Unlucky Voyage to 


c = Publiſhed by 7 0p Raleigh. E r 
Malter s Grandſon. 


A New Deſcription and State of Reis 


Containing the Mapps of the Counties of Eng- 
land and Wales. Newly Defign'd, and Exactly 


Drawn and Engraven by che beſt Artiſts; the 
feveral Counties Deſcribed, with an Account 
of their Extent, Soil, Pariſhes, Market Towns 
and Days, Minerals, Commodities, Number 


of Acres; what proportion each County pays 


to the Land-Taxz Men of Note; Memorable 


Bartels and Actions; Houſes of the Nobility 
and Gehrry, Bilhopwricks, Cathedrals, Pariſh- 
Churches: To which is added a New and 
Exact Lift of the Houle of Peers and Comwons : 
5 oft! tho Lord Licurenants of cach n Of the 


n 


B ooks Pritited is Ral ph Smith, ve. 


Army, Navy, Officers, and Offices of this 
King dom. 


"The Conſtant Couple : Or, A Trip to the 


” Jubilee: A Comedy. By Mr. George Tarqutur. 
Milton s Paradice Loſt : Imitated in Rhyme, 


in the Fourth, Sixth and Ninth Books. Con- 
taining the Primitive Loves: The Bartel of the 


Angels : The Fall of Man. By Mr. Fophkins. 


Lately publiſhed an Introduction to Aſtro- | 0 


nomy, Geography and Navigation; with other 
Mathematical Sciences. Made Eaſic by the De- 
leription and Uſes of the Tæreſtial and Cœleſtial 
Globe: me with ſeveral K 


